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INTRODUCTORY NOTE 


As has been intimated in previous Notes, 
Hawthorne scattered his early writings among 
various periodicals, and did a good deal of what 
might properly be ca led ’prentice work. When 
he began to gather his fugitive pieces into vol¬ 
umes, he exercised much discretion, and passed 
by many slight productions. Later he went 
back and recovered pieces which he had either 
wittingly or unwittingly overlooked, but he also 
refused to admit a number of indifferent writ¬ 
ings. 

Since his death his representatives and editors 
have from time to time drawn from this store 
of neglected material. Some of it, like the Life 
of Pierce, was properly regarded by Hawthorne 
as fulfilling its purpose in its first publication, 
yet has a renewed interest from the personal re¬ 
lation suggested by it. Other pieces, intrinsi¬ 
cally of little value, help toward an intelligent 
appreciation of a master who acquired technical 
skill, not by sudden leap, but by long continued 
and unwearying patience. The present editor 
has added a few of such pieces, but has not es¬ 
sayed to use a search warrant for dragging to the 
light every one of Hawthorne’s retired sketches. 
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MISCELLANIES 


In accordance with the plan noted in the pre¬ 
vious volume, the present collection contains 
the miscellaneous pieces not reprinted by the 
author, into which the element of fiction has not 
deliberately entered. 

The Biographical Sketches were not collected 
until after Hawthorne’s death, and belong in the 
period 1830-1840, when most of his fugitive 
pieces of minor importance were published, a 
period which saw also the first appearance of 
some of his most eminent stories. “ Sir Wil¬ 
liam Pepperell ” was printed in The Token for 
1833 ; “Thomas Green Fessenden,” in the 
American Monthly Magazine for January, 1838; 
and “Jonathan Cilley,” in the Democratic Re¬ 
view for September, 1838. 

The“ Life of Franklin Pierce ” was written as 
a “ campaign life ” shortly before the election of 
Pierce to the presidency in 1852. In reprinting 
it, one passage consisting of extracts from Gen¬ 
eral Pierce’s Diary during the Mexican war has 
been omitted. 

Readers of Our Old Home will readily recall 
the sympathetic paper entitled “ Recollections 
of a Gifted Woman.” In it Hawthorne draws a 
tender veil over the infirmities of Miss Delia 
Bacon, and gives her a dignity of presence which 
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INTRODUCTORY NOTE 


is at the same time a witness to his own delicacy 
of nature. He says in this paper, referring to her 
book on the philosophy of Shakespeare’s plays : 
" I myself am acquainted with it only in insu¬ 
lated chapters and scattered pages and para¬ 
graphs.” He touches 1 ghtly on the service he 
rendered the author as an intermediary with the 
publisher, but he does lot mention the more 
public service which he n ndered when he, an au¬ 
thor of standing, came forward and introduced 
her book with a preface, knowing, it must be, all 
the time, that it would receive the contemptuous 
notice of the press and the equally contemptuous 
neglect of the public; and it is only with a hu¬ 
morous word that he confesses after all to have 
fallen under condemnation from the author. 
The work to which Hawthorne contributed this 
preface was published in 1857. 

Under the comprehensive title “ Sketches and 
Essays ” are collected sundry vagrant contribu¬ 
tions to periodicals and annuals, the number 
previously reprinted being reinforced by a few 
further stragglers. The American Magazine of 
Useful and Entertaining Knowledge , which pon¬ 
derously named work knew Hawthorne as edi¬ 
tor and voluminous contributor for a couple of 
years, 1836-1838, was the repository from which 
have been drawn “ An Ontario Steamboat,” 
cc Nature of Sleep,” “ Bells,” “ The Duston 



MISCELLANIES 


Family.” “Hints to Young Ambition” ap 
peared in The New England Magazine in 183a ; 
“ My Visit to Niagara,” in the same magazine for 
February, 1835 ; “ Graves and Goblins,” in the 
number for June, 1835 ; “ Sketches from Mem¬ 
ory,” in that for December, 1835. For some 
reason Hawthorne lifted a portion from the gen¬ 
eral group of “ Sketches from Memory ” and re¬ 
printed it in Mosses from an Old Manse, leaving 
the portions which are here restored. “ Frag¬ 
ments from the Journal of a Solitary Man ” was 
published originally in the American Monthly 
Magazine for July, 1837;“ Time’s Portraiture,” 
in the Salem Gazette , January 2, 1838; “A 
Book of Autographs,” in the Democratic Re¬ 
view for November, 1844. 

The paper “ Chiefly about War Matters ” ap¬ 
peared originally in The Atlantic Monthly for 
July, 1862, and the restored passage, to which 
reference is made in the head-note, occurred first 
in Mr. Fields’s article on Hawthorne in “Our 
Whispering Gallery ” in The Atlantic Monthly, 
1871, a series afterward re-named, when pub¬ 
lished in book form, Yesterdays with Authors. 

The slight group of letters which closes the 
volume is simply the recovery from newspapers 
and autograph collections of a few of the many 
letters written by Hawthorne. It was merely 
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INTRODUCTORY NOTE 

for the purpose of preserving them in more sub¬ 
stantial publication that the editor included 
them, knowing well that for the bulk of Haw¬ 
thorne’s correspondence the reader must resort 
to Hawthorne and his tVife, by Julian Haw¬ 
thorne, Memories of Hawthorne, by his daughter, 
Personal Recollections of Nathaniel Hawthorne , by 
Horatio Bridge, Yesterdays with Authors, by J. 
T. Fields, and Hawthorne’s own Passages from 
American Note-Books, in w bich Mrs. Hawthorne 
preserved a number of his letters to her, min¬ 
gled with entries from his diary. Several of the 
letters printed are from the collection of the late 
Dr. John S. H. Fogg, and appeared first in print 
in The 4 then<eum, August io and 17, 1889. 

xv 




MISCELLANIES 

BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCHES 
MRS. HUTC HINSON 

T HE character of this female suggests a 
train of thougl t which will form as 
natural an Introduction to her story, 
as most of the Prefaces to Gay’s Fables, or the 
tales of Prior; besides that, the general sound¬ 
ness of the moral may excuse any want of pre¬ 
sent applicability. We will not look for a 
living resemblance of Mrs. Hutchinson, though 
the search might not be altogether fruitless. 
But there are portentous indications, changes 
gradually taking place in the habits and feelings 
of the gentle sex, which seem to threaten our 
posterity with many of those public women, 
whereof' one was a burden too grievous for our 
fathers. The press, how ever, is now the medium 
through which feminine ambition chiefly mani¬ 
fests itself; and we will not anticipate the period 
(trusting to be gone hence ere it arrive) when 
fair orators shall be as numerous as the fair 
authors of our own day. The hastiest glance 
may show how much of the texture and body 
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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCHES 

of cisatlantic literature is the work of thos<* 
slender fingers from which only a light and 
fanciful embroidery has heretofore been re¬ 
quired, that might sparkle upon the garment 
without enfeebling the web. Woman’s intel¬ 
lect should never give the tone to that of man; 
and even her morality is not exactly the ma¬ 
terial for masculine virtue. A false liberality, 
which mistakes the strong division lines of Na¬ 
ture for arbitrary distinctions, and a courtesy, 
which might polish criticism, but should never 
soften it, have done their best to add a girlish 
feebleness to the tottering infancy of our litera¬ 
ture. The evil is likely to be a growing one. 
As yet, the great body of American women are 
a domestic race ; but when a continuance of ill- 
judged incitements shall have turned their 
hearts away from the fireside, there are obvious 
circumstances which will render female pens 
more numerous and more prolific than those of 
men, though but equally encouraged ; and (lim¬ 
ited, of course, by the scanty support of'the pub¬ 
lic, but increasing indefinitely within those limits) 
the ink-stained Amazons will expel their rivals 
by actual pressure, and petticoats wave trium¬ 
phantly over all the field. But, allowing that 
such forebodings are slightly exaggerated, is it 
good for woman’s self that the path of feverish 
hope, of tremulous success, of bitter and igno¬ 
minious disappointment, should be left wide 
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MRS. HUTCHINSON 


open to her ? Is the prize worth her having if 
she win it? Fame does not increase the pecul¬ 
iar respect which men pay to female excellence, 
and there is a delicacy (even in rude bosoms, 
where few would think to find it) that perceives, 
or fancies, a sort of impropriety in the display 
of woman’s natal mind U the gaze of the world, 
with indications by which its inmost secrets may 
be searched out. In fine, criticism should ex¬ 
amine with a stricter, instead of a more indul¬ 
gent eye, the merits of females at its bar, because 
they are to justify themselves for an irregularity 
which men do not commit in appearing there; 
and woman, when she feels the impulse of genius 
like a command of Heaven within her, should 
be aware that she is relinquishing a part of the 
loveliness of her sex, and obey the inward voice 
with sorrowing reluctance, like the Arabian maid 
who bewailed the gift of prophecy. Hinting 
thus imperfectly at sentiments which may be 
developed on a future occasion, we proceed to 
consider the celebrated subject of this sketch. 

Mrs. Hutchinson was a woman of extraordi¬ 
nary talent and strong imagination, whom the 
latter quality, following the general direction 
taken by the enthusiasm of the times, prompted 
to stand forth as a reformer in religion. In her 
native country, she had shown symptoms of 
irregular and daring thought, but, chiefly by the 
influence of a favorite pastor, was restrained 
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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCHES 

from open indiscretion. On the removal of 
this clergyman, becoming dissatisfied with the 
ministry under which she lived, she was drawn 
in by the great tide of Puritan emigration, and 
visited Massachusetts within a few years after 
its first settlement. But she bore trouble in her 
own bosom, and could find no peace in this 
chosen land. She soon began to promulgate 
strange and dangerous opinions, tending, in the 
peculiar situation of the colony, and from the 
principles which were its basis and indispensable 
for its temporary support, to eat into its very 
existence. We shall endeavor to give a more 
practical idea of this part of her course. 

It is a summer evening. The dusk has set¬ 
tled heavily upon the woods, the waves, and 
the Trimountain peninsula, increasing that dis¬ 
mal aspect of the embryo town which was said 
to have drawn tears of despondency from Mrs. 
Hutchinson, though she believed that her mis¬ 
sion thither was divine. The houses, straw- 
thatched and lowly roofed, stand irregularly 
along streets that are yet roughened by the roots 
of the trees, as if the forest, departing at the 
approach of man, had left its reluctant foot¬ 
prints behind. Most of the dwellings are lonely 
and silent: from a few we may hear the reading 
of some sacred text, or the quiet voice of prayer ; 
but nearly all the sombre life of the scene is 
collected near the extremity of the village. A 
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MRS. HUTCHINSON 

crowd of hooded women, and of men in steeple- 
hats and close-cropped hair, are assembled at the 
door and open windows of a house newly built. 
An earnest expression glows in every face ; and 
some press inward, as if the bread of life were 
to be dealt forth, and they feared to lose their 
share ; while others would fain hold them back, 
but enter with them, si ice they may not be 
restrained. We, also, wil > go in, edging through 
the thronged doorway t ) an apartment which 
occupies the whole breadth of the house. At 
the upper end, behind i table, on which are 
placed the Scriptures and two glimmering lamps, 
we see a woman, plainW attired, as befits her 
ripened years ; her hair, complexion, and eyes 
are dark, the latter somewhat dull and heavy, 
but kindling up with a gradual brightness. Let 
us look round upon the hearers. At her right 
hand, his countenance suiting well with the 
gloomy light which discovers it, stands Vane, 
the youthful governor preferred by a hasty 
judgment of the people over all the wise and 
hoary heads that had preceded him to New 
England. In his mysterious eyes we may read 
a dark enthusiasm, akin to that of the woman 
whose cause he has espoused, combined with a 
shrewd worldly foresight, which tells him that 
her doctrines will be productive of change and 
tumult, the elements of his power and delight. 
On her left, yet slightly drawn back, so as to 
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evince a less decided support, is Cotton, no 
young and hot enthusiast, but a mild, grave 
man in the decline of life, deep in all the learn¬ 
ing of the age, and sanctified in heart, and made 
venerable in feature, by the long exercise of his 
holy profession. He, also, is deceived by the 
strange fire now laid upon the altar; and he 
alone among his brethren is excepted in the 
denunciation of the new apostle, as sealed and 
set apart by Heaven to the work of the minis¬ 
try. Others of the priesthood stand full in 
front of the woman, striving to beat her down 
with brows of wrinkled iron, and whispering 
sternly and significantly among themselves as 
she unfolds her seditious doctrines, and grows 
warm in their support. Foremost is Hugh 
Peters, full of holy wrath, and scarce containing 
himself from rushing forward to convict her of 
damnable heresies. There, also, is Ward, medi¬ 
tating a reply of empty puns, and quaint antith¬ 
eses, and tinkling jests that puzzle us with 
nothing but a sound. The audience are vari¬ 
ously affected; but none are indifferent. On 
the foreheads of the aged, the mature, and 
strong-minded, you may generally read stead¬ 
fast disapprobation, though here and there is 
one whose faith seems shaken in those whom 
he had trusted for years. The females, on the 
other hand, are shuddering and weeping, and at 
times they cast a desolate look of fear around 
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MRS. HUTCHINSON 


them ; while the young men lean forward, fiery 
and impatient, fit instruments for whatever rash 
deed may be suggested. And what is the elo¬ 
quence that gives rise to all these passions ? 
The woman tells them (and cites texts from the 
Holy Book to prove her words) that they have 
put their trust in unregererated and uncommis¬ 
sioned men, and have followed them into the 
wilderness for naught. Therefore their hearts 
are turning from those v horn they had chosen 
to lead them to heaven ; and they feel like 
children who have been onticed far from home, 
and see the features of their guides change all 
at once, assuming a fiendish shape in some fright¬ 
ful solitude. 

These proceedings of Mrs. Hutchinson could 
not long be endured by the provincial govern¬ 
ment. The present was a most remarkable case, 
in which religious freedom was wholly inconsist¬ 
ent with public safety, and where the principles of 
an illiberal age indicated the very course which 
must have been pursued by worldly policy and 
enlightened wisdom. Unity of faith was the 
star that had guided these people over the deep; 
and a diversity of sects would either have scat¬ 
tered them from the land to which they had as 
yet so few attachments, or, perhaps, have excited 
a diminutive civil war among those who had 
come so far to worship together. The opposi¬ 
tion to what may be termed the Established 
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Church had now lost its chief support by the 
removal of Vane from office, and his departure 
for England; and Mr. Cotton began to have’ 
that light in regard to his errors, which will 
sometimes break in upon the wisest and most 
pious men, when their opinions are unhappily 
discordant with those of the powers that be. A 
synod, the first in New England, was speedily 
assembled, and pronounced its condemnation 
of the obnoxious doctrines. Mrs. Hutchinson 
was next summoned before the supreme civil 
tribunal, at which, however, the most eminent 
of the clergy were present, and appear to have 
taken a very active part as witnesses and advisers. 
We shall here resume the more picturesque 
style of narration. 

It is a place of humble aspect where the elders 
of the people are met, sitting in Judgment upon 
the disturber of Israel. The floor of the low 
and narrow hall is laid with planks hewn by the 
axe; the beams of the roof still wear the rugged 
bark with which they grew up in the forest; 
and the hearth is formed of one broad, unham¬ 
mered stone, heaped with logs that roll their 
blaze and smoke up a chimney of wood and 
clay. A sleety shower beats fitfully against the 
windows, driven by the November blast, which 
comes howling onward from the northern desert, 
the boisterous and unwelcome herald of a New 
England winter. Rude benches are arranged 
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MRS. HUTCHINSON 

across the apartment, and along its sides, occu¬ 
pied by men whose piety and learning might have 
entitled them to seats in those high councils of 
the ancient church, whence opinions were sent 
forth to confirm or supersede the gospel in the 
belief of the whole world and of posterity. Here 
are collected all those blessed fathers of the land, 
who rank in our veneration next to the evangel¬ 
ists of Holy Writ; and here, also, are many, 
unpurified from the fiercest errors of the age, 
and ready to propagate t^ie religion of peace by 
violence. In the highest place sits Winthrop, 
— a man by whom the innocent and guilty 
might alike desire to be judged ; the first con¬ 
fiding in his integrity and wisdom, the latter hop¬ 
ing in his mildness. Next is Endicott, who would 
stand with his drawn sword at the gate of heaven, 
and resist to the death all pilgrims thither, ex¬ 
cept they travelled his own path. The infant 
eyes of one in this assembly beheld the fagots 
blazing round the martyrs in Bloody Mary's 
time; in later life he dwelt long at Leyden, with 
the first who went from England for conscience' 
sake; and now, in his weary age, it matters 
little where he lies down to die. There are others 
whose hearts were smitten in the high meridian 
of ambitious hope, and whose dreams still tempt 
them with the pomp of the Old World and the 
din of its crowded cities, gleaming and echoing 
over the deep. In the midst, and in the centre 
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of all eyes, we see the woman. She stands 
loftily before her judges with a determined brow; 
and, unknown to herself, there is a flash of car¬ 
nal pride half hidden in her eye, as she surveys 
the many learned and famous men whom her 
doctrines have put in fear. They question her ; 
and her answers are ready and acute : she rea¬ 
sons with them shrewdly, and brings Scripture 
in support of every argument. The deepest 
controversialists of that scholastic day find here 
a woman, whom all their trained and sharpened 
intellects are inadequate to foil. But, by the 
excitement of the contest, her heart is made to 
rise and swell within her, and she bursts forth 
into eloquence. She tells them of the long 
unquietness which she had endured in England, 
perceiving the corruption of the Church, and 
yearning for a purer and more perfect light, and 
how, in a day of solitary prayer, that light was 
given. She claims for herself the peculiar 
power of distinguishing between the chosen of 
man and the sealed of Heaven, and affirms that 
her gifted eye can see the glory round the fore¬ 
heads of saints, sojourning in their mortal state. 
She declares herself commissioned to separate 
the true shepherds from the false, and denounces 
present and future judgments on the land, if 
she be disturbed in her celestial errand. Thus 
the accusations are proved from her own mouth. 
Her judges hesitate, and some speak faintly in 
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her defence; but, with a few dissenting voices, 
sentence is pronounced, bidding her go out from 
among them, and trouble the land no more. 

Mrs. Hutchinson’s adherents throughout the 
colony were now disarmed; and she proceeded 
to Rhode Island, an accustomed refuge for the 
exiles of Massachusetts in all seasons of perse¬ 
cution. Her enemies believed that the anger 
of Heaven was following her, of which Gov¬ 
ernor Winthrop does not disdain to record a 
notable instance, very interesting in a scientific 
point of’view, but fitter for his old and homely 
narrative than for modern repetition. In a little 
time, also, she lost her husband, who is men¬ 
tioned in history only as attending her footsteps, 
and whom we may conclude to have been (like 
most husbands of celebrated women) a mere in¬ 
significant appendage of his mightier wife. She 
now grew uneasy away from the Rhode Island 
colonists, whose liberality towards her, at an 
era when liberality was not esteemed a Christian 
virtue, probably arose from a comparative insoli¬ 
citude on religious matters, more distasteful to 
Mrs. Hutchinson than even the uncompromis¬ 
ing narrowness of the Puritans. Her final 
movement was to lead her family within the 
limits of the Dutch jurisdiction, where, having 
felled the trees of a virgin soil, she became her¬ 
self the virtual head, civil and ecclesiastical, of 
a little colony. 
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Perhaps here she found the repose hitherto 
so vainly sought. Secluded from all whose 
faith she could not govern, surrounded by the 
dependants over whom she held an unlimited 
influence, agitated by none of the tumultuous 
billows which were left swelling behind her, we 
may suppose that, in the stillness of Nature, 
her heart was stilled. But her impressive story 
was to have an awful close. Her last scene is 
as difficult to be described as a shipwreck, where 
the shrieks of the victims die unheard, along 
a desolate sea, and a shapeless mass of agony 
is all that can be brought home to the imagi¬ 
nation. The savage foe was on the watch for 
blood. Sixteen persons assembled at the even¬ 
ing prayer: in the deep midnight their cry rang 
through the forest; and daylight dawned upon 
the lifeless clay of all but one. It was a circum¬ 
stance not to be unnoticed by our stern ances¬ 
tors, in considering the fate of her who had so 
troubled their religion, that an infant daughter, 
the sole survivor amid the terrible destruction 
of her mother’s household, was bred in a bar¬ 
barous faith, and never learned the way to the 
Christian’s heaven. Yet we will hope that there 
the mother and child have met. 
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SIR WILLIAM PHIPS 


F EW of the personages of past times (ex¬ 
cept such as have gained renown in fire¬ 
side legends as wel 1 as in written history) 
are anything more than mere names to their 
successors. They seldom stand up in our im¬ 
aginations like men. Tne knowledge commu¬ 
nicated by the historian and biographer is anal¬ 
ogous to that which we acquire of a country by 
the map, — minute, perhaps, and accurate, and 
available for all necessary purposes, but cold and 
naked, and wholly destitute of the mimic charm 
produced by landscape painting. These defects 
are partly remediable, and even without an ab¬ 
solute violation of literal truth, although by 
methods rightfully interdicted to professors of 
biographical exactness. A license must be as¬ 
sumed in brightening the materials which time 
has rusted, and in tracing out half-obliterated 
inscriptions on the columns of antiquity: Fancy 
must throw her reaving light on the faded 
incidents that indicate character, whence a ray 
will be reflected, more or less vividly, on the 
person to be described. The portrait of the 
ancient governor whose name stands at the head 
of this article will owe any interest it may pos- 

*3 



BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCHES 

sess, not to his internal self, but to certain pecul¬ 
iarities of his fortune. This must be briefly 
noticed. 

The birth and early life of Sir William Phips 
were rather an extraordinary prelude to his sub¬ 
sequent distinction. He was one of the twenty- 
six children of a gunsmith, who exercised his 
trade—where hunting and war must have given 
it a full encouragement — in a small frontier 
settlement near the mouth of the river Kenne¬ 
bec. Within the boundaries of the Puritan 
provinces, and wherever those governments 
extended an effectual sway, no depth nor soli¬ 
tude of the wilderness could exclude youth from 
all the common opportunities of moral, and far 
more than common ones of religious education. 
Each settlement of the Pilgrims was a little 
piece of the Old World inserted into the New. 
It was like Gideon’s fleece, unwet with dew : 
the desert wind that breathed over it left none 
of its wild influences there. But the first set¬ 
tlers of Maine and New Hampshire were led 
thither entirely by carnal motives : their govern¬ 
ments were feeble, uncertain, sometimes nomi¬ 
nally annexed to their sistfr colonies, and some¬ 
times asserting a troubled independence. Their 
rulers might be deemed, in more than one in¬ 
stance, lawless adventurers, who found that se¬ 
curity in the forest which they had forfeited in 
Europe. Their clergy (unlike that revered band 
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who acquired so singular a fame elsewhere in 
New England) were too often destitute of the 
religious fervor which should have kept them in 
the track of virtue, unaided by the restraints of 
human law and the dread of worldly dishonor; 
and there are records of lamentable lapses on 
the part of those holy men, which, if we may 
argue the disorder of the sheep from the unfit¬ 
ness of the shepherd, tell a sad tale as to the 
morality of the eastern provinces. In this state 
of society, the future governor grew up; and 
many years after, sailing with a fleet and an 
army to make war upon the French, he pointed 
out the very hills where he had reached the age 
of manhood, unskilled even to read and write. 
The contrast between the commencement and 
close of his life was the effect of casual circum¬ 
stances. During a considerable time, he was 
a mariner, at a period when there was much 
license on the high seas. After attaining to some 
rank in the English navy, he heard of an ancient 
Spanish wreck off the coast of Hispaniola, of 
such mighty value, that, according to the stories 
of the day, the sunken gold might be seen to 
glisten, and the diamonds to flash, as the tri¬ 
umphant billows tossed about their spoil. These 
treasures of the deep (by the aid of certain noble¬ 
men who claimed the lion’s share) Sir William 
Phips sought for, and recovered, and was suffi¬ 
ciently enriched, even after an honest settle- 
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ment with the partners of his adventure. That 
the land might give him honor, as the sea had 
given him wealth, he received knighthood from 
King James. Returning to New England, he 
professed repentance of his sins (of which, from 
the nature both of his early and more recent life 
there could scarce fail to be some slight ac¬ 
cumulation), was baptized, and, on the acces¬ 
sion of the Prince of Orange to the throne, 
became the first governor under the second 
charter. And now, having arranged these pre¬ 
liminaries, we shall attempt to picture forth a 
day of Sir William’s life, introducing no very 
remarkable events, because history supplies us 
with none such convertible to our purpose. 

It is the forenoon of a day in summer, 
shortly after the governor’s arrival; and he 
stands upon his doorsteps, preparatory to a 
walk through the metropolis. Sir William is 
a stout man, an inch or two below the middle 
size, and rather beyond the middle point of 
life. His dress is of velvet, — a dark purple, 
broadly embroidered ; and his sword-hilt and 
the lion’s head of his cane display specimens of 
the gold from the Spanish wreck. On his head, 
in the fashion of the court of Louis XIV., is a 
superb, full-bottomed periwig, amid whose heap 
of ringlets his face shows like a rough pebble 
in the setting that befits a diamond. Just 
emerging from the door are two footmen,— 
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one an African slave of shining ebony, the other 
an English bond-servant, the property of the 
governor for a term of years. As Sir William 
comes down the steps, he is met by three elderly 
gentlemen in black, grave and solemn as three 
tombstones on a ramble from the burying 
ground. These are ministers of the town, 
among whom we recognize Dr. Increase Mather, 
the late provincial agent at the English court, 
the author of the present governor’s appoint¬ 
ment, and the right arrr of his administration. 
Here follow many bows and a deal of angular 
politeness on both sides. Sir William professes 
his anxiety to reenter the house, and give audi¬ 
ence to the reverend gentlemen : they, on the 
other hand, cannot think of interrupting his 
walk; and the courteous dispute is concluded 
by a junction of the parties; Sir William and 
Dr. Mather setting forth side by side, the two 
other clergymen forming the centre of the col¬ 
umn, and the black and white footmen bring¬ 
ing up the rear. The business in hand relates 
to the dealings of Satan in the town of Salem. 
Upon this subject, the principal ministers of 
the province have been consulted; and these 
three eminent persons are their deputies, com¬ 
missioned to express a doubtful opinion, im¬ 
plying, upon the whole, an exhortation to speedy 
and vigorous measures against the accused. To 
such counsels Sir William, bred in the forest 
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and on the ocean, and tinctured with the super¬ 
stition of both, is well inclined to listen. 

As the dignitaries of Church and State make 
their way beneath the overhanging houses, the 
lattices are thrust ajar, and you may discern, 
just in the boundaries of light and shade, the 
prim faces of the little Puritan damsels, eying 
the magnificent governor, and envious of the 
bolder curiosity of the men. Another object 
of almost equal interest now appears in the 
middle of the way. It is a man clad in a hunt¬ 
ing-shirt and Indian stockings, and armed with 
a long gun. His feet have been wet with the 
waters of many an inland lake and stream; and 
the leaves and twigs of the tangled wilderness 
are intertwined with his garments: on his head 
he wears a trophy which we would not venture 
to record without good evidence of the fact,— 
a wig made of the long and straight black hair 
of his slain savage enemies. This grim old 
heathen stands bewildered in the midst of King 
Street. The governor regards him attentively, 
and, recognizing a playmate of his youth, ac¬ 
costs him with a gracious smile, inquires as to 
the prosperity of their birthplace, and the life 
or death of their ancient neighbors, and makes 
appropriate remarks on the different stations 
allotted by fortune to two individuals born and 
bred beside the same wild river. Finally he puts 
into his hand, at parting, a shilling of the Mas- 
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sachusetts coinage, stamped with the figure of 
a stubbed pine-tree, mistaken by King Charles 
for the oak, which saved his royal life. Then 
all the people praise the humility and bounti¬ 
fulness of the good governor, who struts on¬ 
ward flourishing his gold-headed cane; while 
the gentleman in the straight black wig is left 
with a pretty accurate idea of the distance be¬ 
tween himself and his old companion. 

Meantime, Sir William steers his course to¬ 
wards the town dock. A gallant figure is seen 
approaching on the opposite side of the street, 
in a naval uniform profusely laced, and with a 
cutlass swinging by his side. This is Captain 
Short, the commander of a frigate in the ser¬ 
vice of the English king, now lying in the har¬ 
bor. Sir William bristles up at sight of him, 
and crosses the street with a lowering front, 
unmindful of the hints of Dr. Mather, who is 
aware of an unsettled dispute between the cap¬ 
tain and the governor, relative to the authority 
of the latter over a king’s ship on the pro¬ 
vincial station. Into this thorny subject. Sir 
William plunges headlong. The captain makes 
answer with less deference than the dignity of 
the potentate requires: the affair grows hot; 
and the clergymen endeavor to interfere in the 
blessed capacity of peacemakers. The governor 
lifts his cane; and the captain lays his hand 
upon his sword, but is prevented from drawing 
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by the zealous exertions of Dr. Mather. There 
is a furious stamping of feet, and a mighty up¬ 
roar from every mouth, in the midst of which 
his Excellency inflicts several very sufficient 
whacks on the head of the unhappy Short. 
Having thus avenged himself by manual force, 
as befits a woodman and a mariner, he vindi¬ 
cates the insulted majesty of the governor by 
committing his antagonist to prison. This done, 
Sir William removes his periwig, wipes away 
the sweat of the encounter, and gradually com¬ 
poses himself, giving vent to a few oaths, like 
the subsiding ebullitions of a pot that has boiled 
over. 

It being now near twelve o’clock, the three 
ministers are bidden to dinner at the gov¬ 
ernor’s table, where the party is completed by 
a few Old Charter senators, — men reared at 
the feet of the Pilgrims, and who remember the 
days when Cromwell was a nursing-father to 
New England. Sir William presides with com¬ 
mendable decorum till grace is said and the 
cloth removed. Then, as the grape juice glides 
warm into the ventricles of his heart, it pro¬ 
duces a change, like that of a running stream 
upon enchanted shapes; and the rude man of 
the sea and wilderness appears in the very chair 
where the stately governor sat down. He over¬ 
flows with jovial tales of the forecastle and of 
his father's hut, and stares to see the gravity of 
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his guests become more and more portentous 
in exact proportion as his own merriment in¬ 
creases. A noise of drum and fife fortunately 
breaks up the session. 

The governor and his guests go forth, like 
men bound upon some grave business, to in¬ 
spect the trainbands of the town. A great 
crowd of people is collected on the Common, 
composed of whole families, from the hoary 
grandsire to the child of three years. All ages 
and both sexes look wi h interest on the array 
of their defenders; and here and there stand a 
few dark Indians in their blankets, dull spec¬ 
tators of the strength that has swept away their 
race. The soldiers wear a proud and martial 
mien, conscious that Beauty will reward them 
with her approving glances; not to mention 
that there are a few less influential motives to 
contribute to keep up an heroic spirit, such as 
the dread of being made to “ ride the wooden 
horse ” (a very disagreeable mode of equestrian 
exercise, — hard riding, in the strictest sense), 
or of being “ laid neck and heels,” in a position 
of more compendiousness than comfort. Sir 
William perceives some error in their tactics, 
and places himself with drawn sword at their 
head. After a variety of weary evolutions, 
evening begins to fall, like the veil of gray and 
misty years that have rolled betwixt that war¬ 
like band and us. They are drawn into a hol- 
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low square, the officers in the centre; and the 
governor (for John Dunton’s authority will 
bear us out in this particular) leans his hands 
upon his sword-hilt, and closes the exercises of 
the day with a prayer. 
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T HE mighty man of Kittery has a dou¬ 
ble claim to remembrance. He was a 
famous general, the most prominent 
military character in our ante-Revolutionary 
annals ; and he may be taken as the represent¬ 
ative of a class of warriors peculiar to their age 
and country, — true citizen-soldiers, who diver¬ 
sified a life of commerce or agriculture by the 
episode of a city sacked, or a battle won, and, 
having stamped their names on the page of his¬ 
tory, went back to the routine of peaceful oc¬ 
cupation. Sir William Pepperell’s letters, writ¬ 
ten at the most critical period of his career, and 
his conduct then and at other times, indicate a 
man of plain good sense, with a large share of 
quiet resolution, and but little of an enterprising 
spirit, unless aroused by external circumstances. 
The Methodistic principles, with which he 
was slightly tinctured, instead of impelling him 
to extravagance, assimilated themselves to his 
orderly habits of thought and action. Thus 
respectably endowed, we find him, when near the 
age of fifty, a merchant of weight in foreign and 
domestic trade, a provincial counsellor, and colo¬ 
nel of the York County militia, filling a large 
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space in the eyes of his generation, but likely to 
gain no other posthumous memorial than the 
letters on his tombstone, because undistinguished 
from the many worshipful gentlemen who had 
lived prosperously and died peacefully before 
him. But in the year 1745, an expedition was 
projected against Louisburg, a walled city of 
the French in the island of Cape Breton. The 
idea of reducing this strong fortress was con¬ 
ceived by William Vaughan, a bold, energetic, 
and imaginative adventurer, and adopted by 
Governor Shirley, the most bustling, though not 
the wisest, ruler, that ever presided over Mas¬ 
sachusetts. His influence at its utmost stretch 
carried the measure by a majority of only one 
vote in the legislature : the other New England 
provinces consented to lend their assistance ; 
and the next point was to select a commander 
from among the gentlemen of the country, none 
of whom had the least particle of scientific sol¬ 
diership, although some were experienced in 
the irregular warfare of the frontiers. In the 
absence of the usual qualifications for military 
rank, the choice was guided by other motives, 
and fell upon Colonel Pepperell, who, as a 
landed proprietor in three provinces, and pop¬ 
ular with all classes of people, might draw the 
greatest number of recruits to his banner. When 
this doubtful speculation was proposed to the 
prudent merchant, he sought advice from the 
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celebrated Whitefield, then an itinerant preacher 
in the country, and an object of vast antipathy 
to many of the settled ministers. The response 
of the apostle of Methodism, though dark as 
those of the Oracle of Delphos, intimating that 
the blood of the slain would be laid to Colonel 
Pepperell’s charge in case of failure, and that 
the envy of the living would persecute him if 
victorious, decided him to gird on his armor. 
That the French might be taken unawares, the 
legislature had been laid under an oath of se¬ 
crecy while their deliberations should continue ; 
this precaution, however, was nullified by the 
pious perjury of a country member of the lower 
house, who, in the performance of domestic wor¬ 
ship at his lodgings, broke into a fervent and 
involuntary petition for the success of the en¬ 
terprise against Louisburg. We of the present 
generation, whose hearts have never been heated 
and amalgamated by one universal passion, and 
who are, perhaps, less excitable in the mass than 
our fathers, cannot easily conceive the enthusi¬ 
asm with which the people seized upon the pro¬ 
ject. A desire to prove in the eyes of England 
the courage of her provinces; the real necessity 
for the destruction of this Dunkirk of America ; 
the hope of private advantage; a remnant of 
the old Puritan detestation of Papist idolatry; 
a strong hereditary hatred of the French, who, 
for half a hundred years, had shed the blood of 
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the English settlers in concert with the savages; 
the natural proneness of the New Englanders 
to engage in temporary undertakings, even 
though doubtful and hazardous, — such were 
some of the motives which soon drew together 
a host, comprehending nearly all the effective 
force of the country. The officers were grave 
deacons, justices of the peace, and other similar 
dignitaries; and in the ranks were many warm 
householders, sons of rich farmers, mechanics in 
thriving business, husbands weary of their wives, 
and bachelors disconsolate for want of them. 
The disciples of Whitefield also turned their 
excited imaginations in this direction, and in¬ 
creased the resemblance borne by the provincial 
army to the motley assemblages of the first Cru¬ 
saders. A part of the peculiarities of the affair 
may be grouped in one picture, by selecting 
the moment of General Pepperell’s embarka¬ 
tion. 

It is a bright and breezy day of March; and 
about twenty small white clouds are scudding 
seaward before the wind, airy forerunners of the 
fleet of privateers and transports that spread 
their sails to the sunshine in the harbor. The 
tide is at its height; and the gunwale of a barge 
alternately rises above the wharf, and then sinks 
from view, as it lies rocking on the waves in 
readiness to convey the general and his suite on 
board the Shirley galley. In the background, 
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the dark wooden dwellings of the town have 
poured forth their inhabitants; and this way 
rolls an earnest throng, with the great man of 
the day walking in the midst. Before him struts 
a guard of honor, selected from the yeomanry 
of his own neighborhood, and stout young rus¬ 
tics in their Sunday clothes; next appear six 
figures who demand our more minute attention. 
He in the centre is thi general, a well-propor¬ 
tioned man, with a slight hoar-frost of age just 
visible upon him ; he news the fleet in which 
he is about to embark with no stronger expres¬ 
sion than a calm anxiety, as if he were sending 
a freight of his own merchandise to Europe. 
A scarlet British uniform, made of the best of 
broadcloth, because imported by himself, adorns 
his person; and in the left pocket of a large 
buflF waistcoat, near the pommel of his sword, we 
see the square protuberance of a small Bible, 
which certainly may benefit his pious soul, and, 
perchance, may keep a bullet from his body. 
The middle-aged gentleman at his right hand, 
to whom he pays such grave attention, in silk, 
gold, and velvet, and with a pair of spectacles 
thrust above his forehead, is Governor Shirley. 
The quick motion of his small eyes in their 
puckered sockets, his grasp on one of the gen¬ 
eral’s bright military buttons, the gesticulation 
of his forefinger, keeping time with the earnest 
rapidity of his words, have all something char- 
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acteristic. His mind is calculated to fill up the 
wild conceptions of other men with its own mi¬ 
nute ingenuities; and he seeks, as it were, to 
climb up to the moon by piling pebble stones 
one upon another. He is now impressing on the 
general’s recollection the voluminous details of 
a plan for surprising Louisburg in the depth of 
midnight, and thus to finish the campaign within 
twelve hours after the arrival of the troops. On 
the left, forming a striking contrast with the un¬ 
ruffled deportment of Peppered, and the fidgety 
vehemence of Shirley, is the martial figure of 
Vaughan : with one hand he has seized the gen¬ 
eral’s arm; and he points the other to the sails 
of the vessel fluttering in the breeze, while the 
fire of his inward enthusiasm glows through his 
dark complexion, and flashes in tips of flame 
from his eyes. Another pale and emaciated 
person, in neglected and scarcely decent attire, 
and distinguished by the abstracted fervor of 
his manner, presses through the crowd, and 
attempts to lay hold of Pepperell’s skirt. He 
has spent years in wild and shadowy studies, and 
has searched the crucible of the alchemist for 
gold, and wasted the life allotted him, in a weary 
effort to render it immortal. The din of war¬ 
like preparation has broken in upon his solitude; 
and he comes forth with a fancy of his half-mad¬ 
dened brain, — the model of a flying bridge, — 
by which the army is to be transported into the 
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heart of the hostile fortress with the celerity of 
magic. But who is this, of the mild and ven¬ 
erable countenance shaded by locks of a hallowed 
whiteness, looking like Peace with its gentle 
thoughts in the midst of uproar and stern de¬ 
signs ? It is the minister of an inland parish, 
who, after much prayer and fasting, advised by 
the elders of the churi h and the wife of his 
bosom, has taken his staff, and journeyed town- 
ward. The benevolem old man would fain 
solicit the general’s attention to a method of 
avoiding danger from the explosion of mines, 
and of overcoming the city without bloodshed 
of friend or enemy. We start as we turn from 
this picture of Christian love to the dark en¬ 
thusiast close beside him, — a preacher of the 
new sect, in every wrinkled line of whose vis¬ 
age we can read the stormy passions that have 
chosen religion for their outlet. Woe to the 
wretch that shall seek mercy there! At his 
back is slung an axe, wherewith he goes to hew 
down the carved altars and idolatrous images in 
the Popish churches; and over his head he rears 
a banner, which, as the wind unfolds it, displays 
the motto given by Whitefield, — Christo Duce, 
— in letters red as blood. But the tide is now 
ebbing; and the general makes his adieus to 
the governor, and enters the boat: it bounds 
swiftly over the waves, the holy banner flutter¬ 
ing in the bows : a huzza from the fleet comes 
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riotously to the shore; and the people thunder 
back their many-voiced reply. 

When the expedition sailed, the projectors 
could not reasonably rely on assistance from 
the mother country. At Canso, however, the 
fleet was strengthened by a squadron of British 
ships-of-the-line and frigates, under Commo¬ 
dore Warren; and this circumstance undoubt¬ 
edly prevented a discomfiture, although the 
active business, and all the dangers of the siege, 
fell to the share of the provincials. If we had 
any confidence that it could be done with half 
so much pleasure to the reader as to ourself, we 
would present a whole gallery of pictures from 
these rich and fresh historic scenes. Never, cer¬ 
tainly, since man first indulged his instinctive 
appetite for war, did a queerer and less manage¬ 
able host sit down before a hostile city. The 
officers, drawn from the same class of citizens 
with the rank and file, had neither the power to 
institute an awful discipline, nor enough of the 
trained soldier’s spirit to attempt it. Of head¬ 
long valor, when occasion offered, there was no 
lack, nor of a readiness to encounter severe 
fatigue; but, with few intermissions, the provin¬ 
cial army made the siege one long day of frolic 
and disorder. Conscious that no military vir¬ 
tues of their own deserved the prosperous result 
which followed, they insisted that Heaven had 
fought as manifestly on their side as ever on 
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that of Israel in the battles of the Old Testa¬ 
ment. We, however, if we consider the events 
of after years, and confine our view to a period 
short of the Revolution, might doubt whether 
the victory was granted to our fathers as a bless¬ 
ing or as a judgment. Most of the young men 
who had left their paternal firesides, sound in 
constitution, and pure in morals, if they returned 
at all, returned with ruined health, and with 
minds so broken up by the interval of riot, that 
they never after could resume the habits of good 
citizenship. A lust for military glory was also 
awakened in the country ; and France and Eng¬ 
land gratified it with enough of slaughter; the 
former seeking to recover what she had lost, the 
latter to complete the conquest which the colo¬ 
nists had begun. There was a brief season of 
repose, and then a fiercer contest, raging almost 
from end to end of North America. Some went 
forth, and met the red men of the wilderness; 
and when years had rolled, and the settler came 
in peace where they had come in war, there he 
found their unburied bones among the fallen 
boughs and withered leaves of many autumns. 
Others were foremost in the battles of the Can¬ 
adas, till, in the day that saw the downfall of the 
French dominion, they poured their blood with 
Wolfe on the Heights of Abraham. Through 
all this troubled time, the flower of the youth 
were cut down by the sword, or died of physi- 
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cal diseases, or became unprofitable citizens by 
moral ones contracted in the camp and field. 
Dr. Douglass, a shrewd Scotch physician of the 
last century, who died before war had gathered 
in half its harvest, computes that many thou¬ 
sand blooming damsels, capable and well in¬ 
clined to serve the state as wives and mothers, 
were compelled to lead lives of barren celibacy 
by the consequences of the successful siege of 
Louisburg. But we will not sadden ourselves 
with these doleful thoughts, when we are to wit¬ 
ness the triumphal entry of the victors into the 
surrendered town. 

The thundering of drums, irregularly beaten, 
grows more and more distinct, and the shat¬ 
tered strength of the western wall of Louisburg 
stretches out before the eye, forty feet in height, 
and far overtopped by a rock-built citadel. In 
yonder breach the broken timber, fractured 
stones, and crumbling earth prove the effect of 
the provincial cannon. The drawbridge is down 
over the wide moat; the gate is open ; and the 
general and British commodore are received by 
the French authorities beneath the dark and 
lofty portal arch. Through the massive gloom 
of this deep avenue there is a vista of the main 
street, bordered by high peaked houses, in the 
fashion of old Franee; the view is terminated 
by the centre square of the city, in the midst of 
which rises a stone cross; and shaven monks, 
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and women with their children, are kneeling at 
its foot. A confused sobbing and half-stifled 
shrieks are heard, as the tumultuous advance of 
the conquering army becomes audible to those 
within the walls. By the light which falls through 
the archway, we perceive that a few months have 
somewhat changed the general’s mien, giving it 
the freedom of one acquainted with peril, and 
accustomed to command; nor, amid hopes of 
more solid reward, does he appear insensible to 
the thought that poste ity will remember his 
name among those renowned in arms. Sir Peter 
Warren, who receives with him the enemy’s sub¬ 
mission, is a rough and haughty English sea¬ 
man, greedy of fame, but despising those who 
have won it for him. Pressing forward to the 
portal, sword in hand, comes a comical figure in 
a brown suit, and blue yarn stockings, with a 
huge frill sticking forth from his bosom, to which 
the whole man seems an appendage : this is that 
famous worthy of Plymouth County, who went 
to the war with two plain shirts and a ruffled 
one, and is now about to solicit the post of gov¬ 
ernor in Louisburg. In close vicinity stands 
Vaughan, worn down with toil and exposure, 
the effect of which has fallen upon him at once 
in the moment of accomplished hope. The 
group is filled up by several British officers, 
who fold their arms, and look with scornful 
merriment at the provincial army, as it stretches 

33 



BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCHES 

far behind in garments of every hue, resembling 
an immense strip of patchwork carpeting thrown 
down over the uneven ground. In the nearer 
ranks we may discern the variety of ingredients 
that compose the mass. Here advance a row 
of stern, unmitigable fanatics, each of whom 
clinches his teeth, and grasps his weapon with a 
fist of iron, at sight of the temples of the an¬ 
cient faith, with the sunlight glittering on their 
cross-crowned spires. Others examine the sur¬ 
rounding country, and send scrutinizing glances 
through the gateway, anxious to select a spot, 
whither the good woman and her little ones in 
the Bay Province may be advantageously trans¬ 
ported. Some, who drag their diseased limbs 
forward in weariness and pain, have made the 
wretched exchange of health or life for what 
share of fleeting glory may fall to them among 
four thousand men. But these are all excep¬ 
tions, and the exulting feelings of the general 
host combine in an expression like that of a 
broad laugh on an honest countenance. They 
roll onward riotously, flourishing their muskets 
above their heads, shuffling their heavy heels 
into an instinctive dance, and roaring out some 
holy verse from the New England Psalmody, 
or those harsh old warlike stanzas which tell 
the story of Lovell’s Fight. Thus they pour 
along, till the battered town and the rabble of 
its conquerors, and the shouts, the drums, the 
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ringing, and the laughter, grow dim, and die 
away from Fancy’s eye and ear. 

The arms of Great Britain were not crowned 
by a more brilliant achievement during that 
unprosperous war; and, in adjusting the terms 
of a subsequent peace, Louisburg was an equiv¬ 
alent for many losses nearer home. The Eng¬ 
lish, with very pardonable vanity, attributed the 
conquest chiefly to the valor of the naval force. 
On the Continent of Europe, our fathers met 
with greater justice, and Voltaire has ranked 
this enterprise of the husbandmen of New Eng¬ 
land among the most remarkable events in the 
reign of Louis XV. The ostensible leaders did 
not fail of reward. Shirley, originally a lawyer, 
was commissioned in the regular army, and rose 
to the supreme military command in America. 
Warren, also, received honors and professional 
rank, and arrogated to himself, without scruple, 
the whole crop of laurels gathered at Louis¬ 
burg. Pepperell was placed at the head of a 
royal regiment, and, first of his countrymen, was 
distinguished by the title of baronet. Vaughan 
alone, who had been the soul of the deed from 
its adventurous conception till the triumphant 
close, and in every danger and every hardship 
had exhibited a rare union of ardor and perse¬ 
verance,— Vaughan was entirely neglected, and 
died in London, whither he had gone to make 
known his claims. After the great era of his 
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life, Sir William Pepperell did not distinguish 
himself either as a warrior or a statesman. He 
spent the remainder of his days in all the pomp 
of a colonial grandee, and laid down his aris¬ 
tocratic head among the humbler ashes of his 
fathers, just before the commencement of the 
earliest troubles between England and America. 
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T homas green fessenden 

was the eldest of nine children of the 
Rev. Thomas Fessenden. He was 
born on the a 2d of April, 1771, at Walpole, in 
New Hampshire, whe> e his father, a man of 
learning and talent, was long settled in the min¬ 
istry. On the maternal side, likewise, he was 
of clerical extraction ; his mother, whose piety 
and amiable qualities are remembered by her 
descendants, being the daughter of the Rev. 
Samuel Kendal, of New Salem. The early edu¬ 
cation of Thomas Green was chiefly at the com¬ 
mon school of his native place, under the tuition 
of students from the college at Hanover; and 
such was his progress, that he became himself 
the instructor of a school in New Salem at the 
age of sixteen. He spent most of his youthful 
days, however, in bodily labor upon the farm, 
thus contributing to the support of a numerous 
family; and the practical knowledge of agricul¬ 
ture which he then obtained was long after¬ 
wards applied to the service of the public. 
Opportunities for cultivating his mind were 
afforded him, not only in his father’s library, 
but by the more miscellaneous contents of a 
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large bookstore. He had passed the age of 
twenty-one when his inclination for mental pur¬ 
suits determined him to become a student at 
Dartmouth College. His father being able to 
give but little assistance, his chief resources at 
college consisted in his wages as teacher of a 
village school during the vacations. At times, 
also, he gave instruction to an evening class in 
psalmody. 

From his childhood upward, Mr. Fessenden 
had shown symptoms of that humorous turn 
which afterwards so strongly marked his writ¬ 
ings ; but his first effort in verse, as he himself 
told me, was made during his residence at col¬ 
lege. The themes, or exercises, of his fellow 
students in English composition, whether prose 
or rhyme, were well characterized by the lack of 
native thought and feeling, the cold pedantry, 
the mimicry of classic models, common to all 
such productions. Mr. Fessenden had the good 
taste to disapprove of these vapid and spiritless 
performances, and resolved to strike out a new 
course for himself. On one occasion, when his 
classmates had gone through with their cus¬ 
tomary round of verbiage and threadbare senti¬ 
ment, he electrified them and their instructor, 
President Wheelock, by reading Jonathan’s 
Courtship. There has never, to this day, been 
produced by any of our countrymen a more 
original and truly Yankee effusion. He had 
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caught the rare art of sketching familiar manners, 
and of throwing into verse the very spirit of soci¬ 
ety as it existed around him, and he had imbued 
each line with a peculiar yet perfectly natural 
and homely humor. This excellent ballad com¬ 
pels me to regret, that, instead of becoming a 
satirist in politics and science, and wasting his 
strength on temporary and evanescent topics, 
he had not continued to be a rural poet. A 
volume of such sketches as Jonathan’s Court¬ 
ship, describing various aspects of life among 
the yeomanry of New England, could not have 
failed to gain a permanent place in American 
literature. The effort in question met with 
unexampled success : it ran through the news¬ 
papers of the day, reappeared on the other side 
of the Atlantic, and was warmly applauded by 
the English critics, nor has it yet lost its popu¬ 
larity. New editions may be found every year 
at the ballad stalls ; and I saw last summer, on 
the veteran author’s table, a broadside copy of 
his maiden poem, which he had himself bought 
in the street. 

Mr. Fessenden passed through college with 
a fair reputation for scholarship, and took his 
degree in 1796. It had been his father’s wish 
that he should imitate the example of some of 
his ancestors on both sides, by devoting him¬ 
self to the ministry. He, however, preferred 
the law, and commenced the study of that pro- 
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fession at Rutland, in Vermont, with Nathaniel 
Chipman, then the most eminent practitioner 
in the State. After his admission to the bar, 
Mr. Chipman received him into partnership. 
But Mr. Fessenden was ill qualified to succeed 
in the profession of law, by his simplicity of 
character, and his utter inability to acquire an 
ordinary share of shrewdness and worldly wis¬ 
dom. Moreover, the success of Jonathan’s 
Courtship, and other poetical effusions, had 
turned his thoughts from law to literature, and 
had procured him the acquaintance of several lit¬ 
erary luminaries of those days; none of whose 
names, probably, have survived to our own 
generation, save that of Joseph Dennie, once 
esteemed the finest writer in America. His in¬ 
tercourse with these people tempted Mr. Fes¬ 
senden to spend much time in writing for news¬ 
papers and periodicals. A taste for scientific 
pursuits still further diverted him from his legal 
studies, and soon engaged him in an affair which 
influenced the complexion of all his after life. 

A Mr. Langdon had brought forward a newly 
invented hydraulic machine, which was supposed 
to possess the power of raising water to a greater 
height than had hitherto been considered pos¬ 
sible. A company of mechanics and others be¬ 
came interested in this machine, and appointed 
Mr. Fessenden their agent for the purpose of 
obtaining a patent in London. He was, like- 
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wise, a member of the company. Mr. Fessen¬ 
den was urged to hasten his departure, in con¬ 
sequence of a report that certain persons had 
acquired the secret of the invention, and were 
determined to anticipate the proprietors in se¬ 
curing a patent. Scarcely time was allowed for 
testing the efficacy of the machine by a few 
hasty experiments, v hich, however, appeared 
satisfactory. Taking passage immediately, Mr. 
Fessenden arrived in London on the 4th of 
July, 1801, and waited on Mr. King, then our 
minister, by whom he was introduced to Mr. 
Nicholson, a gentleman of eminent scientific re¬ 
putation. After thoroughly examining the inven¬ 
tion, Mr. Nicholson gave an opinion unfavorable 
to its merits; and the question was soon settled 
by a letter from one of the Vermont proprietors 
to Mr. Fessenden, informing him that the appar¬ 
ent advantages of the machine had been found- 
altogether deceptive. In short, Mr. Fessenden 
had been lured from his profession and country 
by as empty a bubble as that of the perpetual 
motion. Yet it is creditable both to his ability 
and energy, that, laying hold of what was really 
valuable in Langdon’s contrivance, he con¬ 
structed the model of a machine for raising water 
from coal mines, and other great depths, by 
means of what he termed the “ renovated pres¬ 
sure of the atmosphere.” On communicating 
this invention to Mr. Nicholson and other emi- 
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nent mechanicians, they acknowledged its ori¬ 
ginality and ingenuity, and thought that, in some 
situations, it might be useful. But the expenses 
of a patent in England, the difficulty of obtain¬ 
ing patronage for such a project, and the uncer¬ 
tainty of the result, were obstacles too weighty 
to be overcome. Mr. Fessenden threw aside 
the scheme, and, after a two months’ residence 
in London, was preparing to return home, when 
a new and characteristic adventure arrested him. 

He received a visit, at his lodging in the 
Strand, from a person whom he had never be¬ 
fore seen, but who introduced himself to his 
good will as being likewise an American. His 
business was of a nature well calculated to excite 
Mr. Fessenden’s interest. He produced the 
model of an ingenious contrivance for grinding 
corn. A patent had already been obtained; 
and a company, with the Lord Mayor of Lon¬ 
don at its head, was associated for the construc¬ 
tion of mills upon this new principle. The in¬ 
ventor, according to his own story, had disposed 
of one fourth part of his patent for five hundred 
pounds, and was willing to accommodate his 
countryman with another fourth. After some in¬ 
quiry into the stranger’s character and the accu¬ 
racy of his statements, Mr. Fessenden became a 
purchaser of the share that was offered him ; on 
what terms is not stated, but probably such as 
to involve his whole property in the adventure. 
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The result was disastrous. The lord mayor soon 
withdrew his countenance from the project. It 
ultimately appeared that Mr. Fessenden was the 
only real purchaser of any part of the patent; 
and, as the original patentee shortly afterwards 
quitted the concern, the former was left to 
manage the business as he best could. With a 
perseverance not less characteristic than his cre¬ 
dulity, he associated himself with four partners, 
and undertook to superintend the construction 
of one of these patent mills upon the Thames. 
But his associates, who were men of no respect¬ 
ability, thwarted his plans : and after much toil 
of body, as well as distress of mind, he found 
himself utterly ruined, friendless and penniless, 
in the midst of London. No other event could 
have been anticipated, when a man so devoid of 
guile was thrown among a set of crafty adven¬ 
turers. 

Being now in the situation in which many a 
literary man before him had been, he remem¬ 
bered the success of his fugitive poems, and 
betook himself to the pen as his most natural 
resource. A subject was offered him, in which 
no other poet would have found a theme for the 
Muse. It seemed to be his fatality to form 
connections with schemers of all sorts; and he 
had become acquainted with Benjamin Douglas 
Perkins, the patentee of the famous metallic 
tractors. These implements were then in great 
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vogue for the cure of inflammatory diseases, by 
removing the superfluous electricity. Perkinism, 
as the doctrine of metallic tractors was styled, had 
some converts among scientific men, and many 
among the people, but was violently opposed 
by the regular corps of physicians and surgeons. 
Mr. Fessenden, as might be expected, was a be¬ 
liever in the efficacy of the tractors, and, at the 
request of Perkins, consented to make them 
the subject of a poem in Hudibrastic verse, the 
satire of which was to be levelled against their 
opponents. Terrible Tractoration was the result. 
It professes to be a poetical petition from Dr. 
Christopher Caustic, a medical gentleman who 
has been ruined by the success of the metallic 
tractors, and who applies to the Royal College 
of Physicians for relief and redress. The wits 
of the poor doctor have been somewhat shat¬ 
tered by his misfortunes; and, with crazy inge¬ 
nuity, he contrives to heap ridicule on his med¬ 
ical brethren, under pretence of railing against 
Perkinism. The poem is in four cantos, the 
first of which is the best, and the most char¬ 
acteristic of the author. It is occupied with 
Dr. Caustic’s description of his mechanical and 
scientific contrivances, embracing all sorts of 
possible and impossible projects ; every one 
of which,, however, has a ridiculous plausibility. 
The inexhaustible variety in which they flow 
forth proves the author’s invention unrivalled 
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in its way. It shows what had been the nature 
of Mr. Fessenden’s mental toil during his resi¬ 
dence in London, continually brooding over the 
miracles of mechanism and science, his enthu¬ 
siasm for which had cost him so dear. Long 
afterwards, speaking of the first conception of 
this poem, the author told me that he had shaped 
it out during a solitary day’s ramble in the 
outskirts of London; and the character of 
Dr. Caustic so strongly impressed itself on his 
mind, that, as he walked homeward through 
the crowded streets, he burst into frequent fits 
of laughter. The truth is, that, in the sketch of 
this wild projector, Mr. Fessenden had carica¬ 
tured some of his own features ; and, when he 
laughed so heartily, it was at the perception of 
the resemblance. 

Terrible Tractoration is a work of strange and 
grotesque ideas aptly expressed : its rhymes are 
of a most singular character, yet fitting each to 
each as accurately as echoes. As in all Mr. 
Fessenden’s productions, there is great exactness 
in the language ; the author’s thoughts being 
thrown off as distinctly as impressions from a 
type. In regard to the pleasure to be derived 
from reading this poem, there is room for diver¬ 
sity of taste; but that it is an original and re¬ 
markable work, no person competent to pass 
judgment on a literary question will deny. It 
was first published early in the year 1803, in an 
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octavo pamphlet of above fifty pages. Being 
highly applauded by the principal reviews, and 
eagerly purchased by the public, a new edition 
appeared at the end of two months, in a volume 
of nearly two hundred pages, illustrated with 
engravings. It received the praise of Gifford, 
the severest of English critics. Its continued 
success encouraged the author to publish a vol¬ 
ume of Original Poems, consisting chiefly of his 
fugitive pieces from the American newspapers. 
This, also, was favorably received. He was 
now, what so few of his countrymen have ever 
been, a popular author in London ; and, in the 
midst of his triumphs, he bethought himself of 
his native land. 

Mr. Fessenden returned to America in 1804. 
He came back poorer than he went, but with an 
honorable reputation, and with unstained integ¬ 
rity, although his evil fortune had connected 
him with men far unlike himself. His fame 
had preceded him across the Atlantic. Shortly 
before his arrival, an edition of Terrible Trac- 
toration had been published at Philadelphia, 
with a prefatory memoir of the author, the tone 
of which proves that the American people felt 
themselves honored in the literary success of 
their countryman. Another edition appeared in 
New York, in 1806, considerably enlarged, with 
a new satire on the topics of the day. It is 
symptomatic of the course which the author had 
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now adopted, that much of this new satire was 
directed against Democratic principles and the 
prominent upholders of them. This was soon 
followed by Democracy Unveiled, a more elab¬ 
orate attack on the same political party. 

In Democracy Unveiled, our friend Dr. 
Caustic appears as a citizen of the United States, 
and pours out six cantos of vituperative verse, 
with copious notes of the same tenor, on the 
heads of President Jeffers' >n and his supporters. 
Much of the satire is unpardonably coarse. The 
literary merits of the work are inferior to those 
of Terrible Tractoration; but it is no less ori¬ 
ginal and peculiar. Even where the matter is 
a mere versification of newspaper slander, Dr. 
Caustic’s manner gives it an individuality not 
to be mistaken. The book passed through 
three editions in the course of a few months. 
Its most pungent portions were copied into all 
the opposition prints; its strange, jog-trot 
stanzas were familiar to every ear; and Mr. 
Fessenden may fairly be allowed the credit of 
having given expression to the feelings of the 
great Federal party. 

On the 30th of August, 1806, Mr. Fessenden 
commenced the publication, at New York, of 
The Weekly Inspector, a paper at first of eight, 
and afterwards of sixteen, octavo pages. It 
appeared every Saturday. The character of this 
journal was mainly political; but there are also 
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a few flowers and sweet-scented twigs of literature 
intermixed among the nettles and burs, whicn 
alone flourish in the arena of party strife. Its 
columns are profusely enriched with scraps of 
satirical verse, in which Dr. Caustic, in his ca¬ 
pacity of ballad-maker to the Federal faction, 
spared not to celebrate every man or measure 
of government that was anywise susceptible of 
ridicule. Many of his prose articles are care¬ 
fully and ably written, attacking not men so 
much as principles and measures ; and his deeply 
felt anxiety for the welfare of his country some¬ 
times gives an impressive dignity to his thoughts 
and style. The dread of French domination 
seems to have haunted him like a nightmare. 
But, in spite of the editor’s satirical reputation, 
The Weekly Inspector was too conscientious a 
paper, too sparingly spiced with the red pepper 
of personal abuse, to succeed in those outra¬ 
geous times. The publication continued but 
for a single year, at the end of which we find 
Mr. Fessenden’s valedictory to his readers. Its 
tone is despondent both as to the prospects of 
the country and his own private fortunes. The 
next token of his labors that has come under 
my notice is a small volume of verse, published 
at Philadelphia in 1809, and alliteratively en¬ 
titled Pills, Poetical, Political, and Philosophi¬ 
cal ; prescribed for the Purpose of purging the 
Public of Piddling Philosophers, Penny Poet- 
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asters, of Paltry Politicians, and Petty Partisans. 
By Peter Pepper-Box, Poet and Physician. 
This satire had been written during the embargo, 
but, not making its appearance till after the re¬ 
peal of that measure, met with less success than 
Democracy Unveiled. 

Everybody who has known Mr. Fessenden 
must have wondered how the kindest-hearted 
man in all the world could have likewise been 
the most noted satirist of his day. For my 
part, I have tried in vain to form a conception 
of my venerable and peaceful friend as a cham¬ 
pion in the stormy strife of party, flinging mud 
full in the faces of his foes, and shouting forth 
the bitter laughter that rang from border to 
border of the land; and I can hardly believe, 
though well assured of it, that his antagonists 
should ever have meditated personal violence 
against the gentlest of human creatures. I am 
sure, at least, that Nature never meant him for 
a satirist. On careful examination of his works, 
I do not find in any of them the ferocity of the 
true bloodhound of literature, — such as Swift, 
or Churchill, or Cobbett, —which fastens upon 
the throat of its victim, and would fain drink 
his life-blood. In my opinion, Mr. Fessenden 
never felt the slightest personal ill will against 
the objects of his satire, except, indeed, they had 
endeavored to detract from his literary reputa¬ 
tion,— an offence which he resented with a 
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poet’s sensibility, and seldom failed to punish. 
With such exceptions, his works are not pro¬ 
perly satirical, but the offspring of a mind in¬ 
exhaustibly fertile in ludicrous ideas, which it 
appended to any topic in hand. At times, 
doubtless, the all-pervading frenzy of the times 
inspired him with a bitterness not his own. But, 
in the least defensible of his writings, he was 
influenced by an honest zeal for the public good. 
There was nothing mercenary in his connec¬ 
tion with politics. To an antagonist, who had 
taunted him with being poor, he calmly replied, 
that he “ need not have been accused of the 
crime of poverty, could he have prostituted his 
principles to party purposes, and become the 
hireling assassin of the dominant faction.” Nor 
can there be a doubt that the administration 
would gladly have purchased the pen of so pop¬ 
ular a writer. 

I have gained hardly any information of Mr. 
Fessenden’s life between the years 1807 and 
181a; at which latter period, and probably 
some time previous, he was settled at the village 
of Bellows Falls, on Connecticut River, in the 
practice of the law. In May of that year, he 
had the good fortune to become acquainted with 
Miss Lydia Tuttle, daughter of Mr. John 
Tuttle, an independent and intelligent farmer 
at Littleton, Mass. She was then on a visit in 
Vermont. After her return home, a corre- 
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spondence ensued between this lady and Mr. 
Fessenden, and was continued till their marriage, 
in September, 1813. She was considerably 
younger than himself, but endowed with the 
qualities most desirable in the wife of such a 
man; and it would not be easy to overestimate 
how much his prosperity and happiness were 
increased by this union. Mrs. Fessenden could 
appreciate what was excellent in her husband, 
and supply what was deficient. In her affec¬ 
tionate good sense he found a substitute for the 
worldly sagacity which he did not possess, and 
could not learn. To her he intrusted the pe¬ 
cuniary cares, always so burdensome to a literary 
man. Her influence restrained him from such 
imprudent enterprises as had caused the mis¬ 
fortunes of his earlier years. She smoothed his 
path of life, and made it pleasant to him, and 
lengthened it; for, as he once told me (I be¬ 
lieve it was while advising me to take, betimes, 
a similar treasure to myself), he would have 
been in his grave long ago, but for her care. 

Mr. Fessenden continued to practise law at 
Bellows Falls till 1815, when he removed to 
Brattleborough, and assumed the editorship of 
The Brattleborough Reporter, a political news¬ 
paper. The following year, in compliance with 
a pressing invitation from the inhabitants, he 
returned to Bellows Falls, and edited, with 
much success, a literary and political paper, 
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called The Intelligencer. He held this employ¬ 
ment till the year 1822, at the same time prac¬ 
tising law, and composing a volume of poetry. 
The Ladies’ Monitor, besides compiling sev¬ 
eral works in law, the arts, and agriculture. 
During this part of his life, he usually spent 
sixteen hours of the twenty-four in study. In 
1822 he came to Boston as editor of The New 
England Farmer, a weekly journal, the first es¬ 
tablished, and devoted principally to the diffu¬ 
sion of agricultural knowledge. 

His management of the Farmer met unre¬ 
served approbation. Having been bred upon 
a farm, and passed much of his later life in the 
country, and being thoroughly conversant with 
the writers on rural economy, he was admirably 
qualified to conduct such a journal. It was 
extensively circulated throughout New England, 
and may be said to have fertilized the soil like 
rain from heaven. Numerous papers on the 
same plan sprung up in various parts of the 
country; but none attained the standard of their 
prototype. Besides his editorial labors, Mr. 
Fessenden published, from time to time, various 
compilations on agricultural subjects, or adap¬ 
tations of English treatises to the use of the 
American husbandman. Verse he no longer 
wrote, except, now and then, an ode or song for 
some agricultural festivity. His poems, being 
connected with topics of temporary interest, 
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ceased to be read, now that the metallic tractors 
were thrown aside, and that the blending and 
merging of parties had created an entire change 
of political aspects, since the days of Demo¬ 
cracy Unveiled. The poetic laurel withered 
among his gray hairs, and dropped away, leaf 
by leaf. His name, once the most familiar, was 
forgotten in the list of American bards. I know 
not that this oblivion was to be regretted. Mr. 
Fessenden, if my observation of his tempera¬ 
ment be correct, was peculiarly sensitive and 
nervous in regard to the trials of authorship: a 
little censure did him more harm than much 
praise could do him good ; and methinks the 
repose of total neglect was better for him than 
a feverish notoriety. Were it worth while to 
imagine any other course for the latter part of 
his life, which he made so useful and so hon¬ 
orable, it might be wished that he could have 
devoted himself entirely to scientific research. 
He had a strong taste for studies of that kind, 
and sometimes used to lament that his daily 
drudgery afforded him no leisure to compose a 
-work on caloric, which subject he had thor¬ 
oughly investigated. 

In January, 1836, I became, and continued 
for a few months, an inmate of Mr. Fessenden’s 
family. It was my first acquaintance with him. 
His image is before my mind’s eye at this mo¬ 
ment ; slowly approaching me with a lamp in 
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his hand, his hair gray, his face solemn and pale, 
his tall and portly figure bent with heavier 
infirmity than befitted his years. His dress, 
though he had improved in this particular since 
middle life, was marked by a truly scholastic 
negligence. He greeted me kindly, and with 
plain, old-fashioned courtesy ; though I fancied 
that he somewhat regretted the interruption 
of his evening studies. After a few moments’ 
talk, he invited me to accompany him to his 
study, and give my opinion on some passages 
of satirical verse, which were to be inserted 
in a new edition of Terrible Tractoration. 
Years before, I had lighted on an illustrated 
copy of this poem, bestrewn with venerable 
dust, in a corner of a college library; and it 
seemed strange and whimsical that I should 
find it still in progress of composition, and be 
consulted about it by Dr. Caustic himself. 
While Mr. Fessenden read, I had leisure to 
glance around at his study, which was very 
characteristic of the man and his occupations. 
The table, and great part of the floor, were 
covered with books and pamphlets on agricultu¬ 
ral subjects, newspapers from all quarters, man¬ 
uscript articles for The New England Farmer, 
and manuscript stanzas for Terrible Tractora¬ 
tion. There was such a litter as always gathers 
around a literary man. It bespoke, at once, 
Mr. Fessenden’s amiable temper and his ab- 
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stracted habits, that several members of th« 
family, old and young, were sitting in the room, 
and engaged in conversation, apparently with¬ 
out giving him the least disturbance. A speci¬ 
men of Dr. Caustic’s inventive genius was seen 
in the “ Patent Steam and Hot-Water Stove,” 
which heated the aparrment, and kept up a 
pleasant singing sound, like that of a teakettle, 
thereby making the fireside more cheerful. It 
appears to me, that, hav ing no children of flesh 
and blood, Mr. Fessenden had contracted a 
fatherly fondness for this stove, as being his 
mental progeny ; and it must be owned that the 
stove well deserved his affection, and repaid it 
with much warmth. 

The new edition of Tractoration came out 
not long afterwards. It was noticed with great 
kindness by the press, but was not warmly re¬ 
ceived by the public. Mr. Fessenden imputed 
the failure, in part, to the illiberality of the 
“ trade,” and avenged himself by a little poem, 
in his best style, entitled Wooden Booksellers; 
so that the last blow of his satirical scourge was 
given in the good old cause of authors against 
publishers. 

Notwithstanding a wide difference of age, 
and many more points of dissimilarity than of 
resemblance, Mr. Fessenden and myself soon 
became friends. His partiality seemed not to 
be the result of any nice discrimination of my 
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good and evil qualities (for he had no acuteness 
in that way), but to be given instinctively, like 
the affection of a child. On my part, I loved 
the old man because his heart was as transparent 
as a fountain ; and I could see nothing in it but 
integrity and purity, and simple faith in his fel¬ 
low men, and good will towards all the world. 
His character was so open, that I did not need 
to correct my original conception of it. He 
never seemed to me like a new acquaintance, but 
as one with whom I had been familiar from my 
infancy. Yet he was a rare man, such as few 
meet with in the course of a lifetime. 

It is remarkable, that, with such kindly affec¬ 
tions, Mr. Fessenden was so deeply absorbed 
in thought and study as scarcely to allow him¬ 
self time for domestic and social enjoyment. 
During the winter when I first knew him, his 
mental drudgery was almost continual. Besides 
The New England Farmer, he had the edito¬ 
rial charge of two other journals, — The Hor¬ 
ticultural Register, and The Silk Manual; in 
addition to which employment, he was a mem¬ 
ber of the State Legislature, and took some 
share in the debates. The new matter of 
Terrible Tractoration likewise cost him intense 
thought. Sometimes I used to meet him in 
the street, making his way onward apparently 
by a sort of instinct; while his eyes took note 
of nothing, and would, perhaps, pass over my 
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face without sign of recognition. He confessed 
to me that he was apt to go astray when intent 
on rhyme. With so much to abstract him from 
outward life, he could hardly be said to live in 
the world that was bustling around him. Al¬ 
most the only relaxation that he allowed himself 
was an occasional performance on a bass-viol, 
which stood in the cornet of his study, and from 
which he loved to elicit some old-fashioned tune 
of soothing potency. At mealtimes, however, 
dragged down and harassed as his spirits were, 
he brightened up, and generally gladdened the 
whole table with a flash of Dr. Caustic’s humor. 

Had I anticipated being Mr. Fessenden’s 
biographer, I might have drawn from him many 
details that would have been well worth remem¬ 
bering. But he had not the tendency of most 
men in advanced life, to be copious in personal 
reminiscences; nor did he often speak of the 
noted writers and politicians with whom the 
chances of earlier years had associated him. 
Indeed, lacking a turn for observation of char¬ 
acter, his former companions had passed before 
him like images in a mirror, giving him little 
knowledge of their inner nature. Moreover, 
till his latest day, he was more inclined to form 
prospects for the future than to dwell upon the 
past. I remember — the last time, save one, that 
we ever met — I found him on the bed, suffer¬ 
ing with a dizziness of the brain. He roused 

57 



BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCHES 


himself, however, and grew very cheerful; talk¬ 
ing, with a youthful glow of fancy, about emi¬ 
grating to Illinois, where he possessed a farm, 
and picturing a new life for both of us in that 
Western region. It has since com’e to my 
memory, that, while he spoke, there was a pur¬ 
ple flush across his brow, — the harbinger of 
death. 

I saw him but once more alive. On the 
thirteenth day of November last, while on my 
way to Boston, expecting shortly to take him 
by the hand, a letter met me with an invitation 
to his funeral. He had been struck with apo¬ 
plexy on Friday evening, three days before, and 
had lain insensible till Saturday night, when he 
expired. The burial took place at Mount 
Auburn on the ensuing Tuesday. It was a 
gloomy day; for the first snowstorm of the 
season had been drifting through the air since 
morning ; and the “ Garden of Graves ” looked 
the dreariest spot on earth. The snow came 
down so fast, that it covered the coffin in its 
passage from the hearse to the sepulchre. The 
few male friends who had followed to the cem¬ 
etery descended into the tomb; and it was there 
that I took my last glance at the features of a 
man who will hold a place in my remembrance 
apart from other men. He was like no other. 
In his long pathway through life, from his cra¬ 
dle to the place where we had now laid him, he 
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had come, a man indeed in intellect and achieve¬ 
ment, but, in guileless simplicity, a child. Dark 
would have been the hour, if, when we closed 
the door of the tomb upon his perishing mor¬ 
tality, we had believed that our friend was there. 

It is contemplated to erect a monument, by 
subscription, to Mr. Fessenden’s memory. It 
is right that he should bt thus honored. Mount 
Auburn will long remain a desert, barren of con¬ 
secrated marbles, if worth like his be yielded to 
oblivion. Let his grave be marked out, that 
the yeomen of New England may know where 
he sleeps ; for he was their familiar friend, and 
has visited them at all their firesides. He has 
toiled for them at seed-time and harvest: he has 
scattered the good grain in every field ; and they 
have garnered the increase. Mark out his grave 
as that of one worthy to be remembered both 
in the literary and political annals of our coun¬ 
try, and let the laurel be carved on his memorial 
stone; for it will cover the ashes of a man of 
genius. 
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T HE subject of this brief memorial had 
barely begun to be an actor in the great 
scenes where his part could not have 
failed to be a prominent one. The nation did 
not have time to recognize him. His death, 
aside from the shock with which the manner 
of it has thrilled every bosom, is looked upon 
merely as causing a vacancy in the delegation 
of his State, which a new member may fill as 
creditably as the departed. It will, perhaps, be 
deemed praise enough to say of Cilley, that he 
would have proved himself an active and effi¬ 
cient partisan. But those who knew him long¬ 
est and most intimately, conscious of his high 
talents and rare qualities, his energy of mind and 
force of character, must claim much more than 
such a meed for their lost friend. They feel that 
not merely a party nor a section, but our collec¬ 
tive country, has lost a man who had the heart 
and the ability to serve her well. It would be 
doing injustice to the hopes which lie withered 
upon his untimely grave, if, in paying a farewell 
tribute to his memory, we were to ask a nar¬ 
rower sympathy than that of the people at large. 
May no bitterness of party prejudices influence 
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him who writes, nor those, of whatever political 
opinions, who may read ! 

Jonathan Cilley was born at Nottingham, 
N. H., on the 2d of July, 1802. His grand¬ 
father, Colonel Joseph Cilley, commanded a 
New Hampshire regiment during the Revolu¬ 
tionary war, and established a character for 
energy and intrepidity, of which more than one 
of his descendants have proved themselves the 
inheritors. Greenleaf Ci ley, son of the preced¬ 
ing, died in 1808, leaving a family of four sons 
and three daughters. The aged mother of this 
family, and the three daughters, are still living. 
Of the sons, the only survivor is Joseph Cilley, 
who was an officer in the late war, and served 
with great distinction on the Canadian frontier. 
Jonathan, being desirous of a liberal education, 
commenced his studies at Atkinson Academy, 
at about the age of seventeen, and became a 
member of the freshman class of Bowdoin Col¬ 
lege, Brunswick, Me., in 1821. Inheriting but 
little property from his father, he adopted the 
usual expedient of a young New Englander in 
similar circumstances, and gained a small income 
by teaching a country school during the winter 
months, both before and after his entrance at 
college. 

Cilley’s character and standing at college af¬ 
forded high promise of usefulness and distinc¬ 
tion in after life. Though not the foremost 
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scholar of his class, he stood in the front rank, 
and probably derived all the real benefit from 
the prescribed course of study that it could be¬ 
stow on so practical a mind. His true educa¬ 
tion consisted in the exercise of those faculties 
which fitted him to be a popular leader. His 
influence among his fellow students was prob¬ 
ably greater than that of any other individual; 
and he had already made himself powerful in 
that limited sphere, by a free and natural elo¬ 
quence, a flow of pertinent ideas in language of 
unstudied appropriateness, which seemed always 
to accomplish precisely the result on which he 
had calculated. This gift was sometimes dis¬ 
played in class meetings, when measures impor¬ 
tant to those concerned were under discussion; 
sometimes in mock trials at law, when judge, 
jury, lawyers, prisoner, and witnesses were per¬ 
sonated by the students, and Cilley played the 
part of a fervid and successful advocate; and, 
besides these exhibitions of power, he regularly 
trained himself in the forensic debates of a liter¬ 
ary society, of which he afterwards became presi¬ 
dent. Nothing could be less artificial than his 
style of oratory. After filling his mind with 
the necessary information, he trusted everything 
else to his mental warmth and th£ inspiration 
of the moment, and poured himself out with an 
earnest and irresistible simplicity. There was 
a singular contrast between the flow of thought 
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from his lips, and the coldness and restraint with 
which he wrote ; and though, in maturer life, he 
acquired a considerable facility in exercising the 
pen, he always felt the tongue to be his peculiar 
instrument. 

In private intercourse, Cilley possessed a re¬ 
markable fascination. It was impossible not to 
regard him with the kindliest feelings, because 
his companions were intuitively certain o’f a like 
kindliness on his part. H e had a power of sym¬ 
pathy which enabled him to understand every 
character, and hold communion with human 
nature in all its varieties. He never shrank 
from the intercourse of man with man ; and it 
was to his freedom in this particular that he 
owed much of his subsequent popularity among 
a people who are accustomed to take a personal 
interest in the men whom they elevate to office. 
In few words, let us characterize him at the out¬ 
set of life as a young man of quick and power¬ 
ful intellect, endowed with sagacity and tact, yet 
frank and free in his mode of action, ambitious 
of good influence, earnest, active, and persever¬ 
ing, with an elasticity and cheerful strength of 
mind which made difficulties easy, and the strug¬ 
gle with them a pleasure. Mingled with the 
amiable qualities that were like sunshine to his 
friends, there were harsher and sterner traits, 
which fitted him to make head against an ad¬ 
verse world; but it was only at the moment of 
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need that the iron framework of his character 
became perceptible. 

Immediately on quitting college, Mr. Cilley 
took up his residence in Thomaston, and began 
the study of law in the office of John Ruggles, 
Esq., now a senator in Congress. Mr. Ruggles 
being then a prominent member of the Demo¬ 
cratic party, it was natural that the pupil should 
lend his aid to promote the political views of 
his instructor, especially as he would thus up¬ 
hold the principles which he had cherished from 
boyhood. From year to year, the election of 
Mr. Ruggles to the state legislature was strongly 
opposed. Cilley’s services in overcoming this 
opposition were too valuable to be dispensed 
with ; and thus, at a period when most young 
men still stand aloof from the world, he had 
already taken his post as a leading politician. 
He afterwards found cause to regret that so 
much time had been abstracted from his profes¬ 
sional studies; nor did the absorbing and ex¬ 
citing nature of his political career afford him 
any subsequent opportunity to supply the defects 
of his legal education. He was admitted an 
attorney-at-law in 1829, and in April of the 
same year was married to Miss Deborah Prince, 
daughter of Hon. Hezekiah Prince of Thom¬ 
aston, where Mr. Cilley continued to reside, 
and entered upon the practice of his profession. 

In ,1831, Mr. Ruggles having been appointed 
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a judge of the Court of Common Pleas, it be¬ 
came necessary to send a new representative 
from Thomaston to the legislature of the State. 
Mr. Cilley was brought forward as the Demo¬ 
cratic candidate, obtained his election, and took 
his seat in January, 1852. But in the course 
of this year the friendly relations between Judge 
Ruggles and Mr. Cilley were broken off. The 
former gentleman, it appears, had imbibed the 
idea that his political aspirations (which were 
then directed towards a seat in the Senate of 
the United States) did not receive all the aid 
which he was disposed to claim from the influence 
of his late pupil. When, therefore, Mr. Cilley 
was held up as a candidate for reelection to the 
legislature, the whole strength of Judge Ruggles 
and his adherents was exerted against him. This 
was the first act and declaration of a political 
hostility, which was too warm and earnest not 
to become, in some degree, personal, and which 
rendered Mr. Cilley’s subsequent career a con¬ 
tinual struggle with those to whom he might 
naturally have looked for friendship and sup¬ 
port. It sets his abilities and force of character 
in the strongest light, to view him, at the very 
outset of public life, without the aid of power¬ 
ful connections, an isolated young man, forced 
into a position of hostility, not merely with the 
enemies of his party, but likewise with a large 
body of its adherents, even accused of treachery 
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to its principles, yet gaining triumph after tri¬ 
umph, and making his way .steadily onward. 
Surely his was a mental and moral energy which 
death alone could have Jaid prostrate. 

We have the testimony of those who knew 
Mr. Cilley well, that his own feelings were never 
so imbittered by those conflicts as to prevent 
him from interchanging the courtesies of society 
with his most violent opponents. While their 
resentments rendered his very presence intoler¬ 
able to them, he could address them with as 
much ease and composure as if their mutual 
relations had been those of perfect harmony. 
There was no affectation in this; it was the good- 
natured consciousness of his own strength that 
enabled him to keep his temper; it was the 
same chivalrous sentiment which impels hostile 
warriors to shake hands in the intervals of bat¬ 
tle. Mr. Cilley was slow to withdraw his confi¬ 
dence from any man whom he deemed a friend; 
and it has been mentioned as almost his only 
weak point, that he was too apt to suffer him¬ 
self to be betrayed before he would condescend 
to suspect. His prejudices, however, when 
once adopted, partook of the depth and strength 
of his character, and could not be readily over¬ 
come. He loved to subdue his foes ; but no 
man could use a triumph more generously than 
he. 

Let us resume our narrative. In spite of the 
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opposition of Judge Ruggles and his friends, 
combined with that of the Whigs, Mr. Cilley 
was reelected to the legislature of 1833, and 
was equally successful in each of the succeeding 
years, until his election to Congress. He was 
five successive years the representative of Thom- 
aston. In 1834, when Mr. Dunlap was nomi¬ 
nated as the Democratic candidate for governor, 
Mr. Cilley gave his support to Governor Smith, 
in the belief that the substitution of a new 
candidate had been unfairly effected. He con¬ 
sidered it a stratagem intended to promote the 
election of Judge Ruggles to the Senate of the 
United States. Early in the legislative session 
of the same year, the Ruggles party obtained 
a temporary triumph over Mr. Cilley, effected 
his expulsion from the Democratic caucuses, and 
attempted to stigmatize him as a traitor to his 
political friends. But Mr. Cilley’s high and 
honorable course was erelong understood and 
appreciated by his party and the people. He 
told them openly and boldly that they might 
undertake to expel him from their caucuses, but 
they could not expel him from the Democratic 
party; they might stigmatize him with any ap¬ 
pellation they might choose, but they could not 
reach the height on which he stood, nor shake his 
position with the people. But a few weeks had 
elapsed, and Mr. Cilley was the acknowledged 
head and leader of that party in the legislature. 
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During the same session, Mr. Speaker Clifford 
(one of the friends of Judge Ruggles) being ap¬ 
pointed attorney-general, the Ruggles party were 
desirous of securing the election of another of 
their adherents to the chair; but, as it was obvi¬ 
ous that Mr. Cilley’s popularity would gain him 
the place, the incumbent was induced to delay 
his resignation till the end of the term. At the 
session of 1835, Messrs. Cilley, Davee, and 
McCrote being candidates for the chair, Mr. Cil¬ 
ley withdrew in favor of Mr. Davee. That gen¬ 
tleman was accordingly elected; but, being soon 
afterwards appointed sheriff of Somerset County, 
Mr. Cilley succeeded him as speaker, and filled 
the same office during the session of 1836. All 
parties awarded him the praise of being the best 
presiding officer that the house ever had. 

In 1836, he was nominated by a large portion 
of the Democratic electors of the Lincoln Con¬ 
gressional District as their candidate for Con¬ 
gress. That district has recently shown itself to 
possess a decided Whig majority ; and this would 
have been equally the case in 1836, had any other 
man than Mr. Cilley appeared on the Demo¬ 
cratic side. He had likewise to contend, as in 
all the former scenes of his political life, with 
that portion of his own party which adhered to 
Mr. Ruggles. There was still another formi¬ 
dable obstacle in the high character of Judge 
Bailey, who then represented the district, and 
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was a candidate for reelection. All these diffi¬ 
culties, however, served only to protract the 
contest, but could not snatch the victory from 
Mr. Cilley, who obtained a majority of votes 
at the third trial. It was a fatal triumph. 

In the summer of 1877, a few months after 
his election to Congress, I met Mr. Cilley for 
the first time since earh youth, when he had 
been to me almost as an elder brother. The 
two or three days which I spent in his neighbor¬ 
hood enabled us to renew our former intimacy. 
In his person there was very little change, and 
that little was for the better. He had an im¬ 
pending brow, deep-set eyes, and a thin and 
thoughtful countenance, which, in his abstracted 
moments, seemed almost stern; but in the inter¬ 
course of society it was brightened with a kindly 
smile, that will live in the recollection of all who 
knew him. His manners had not a fastidious 
polish, but were characterized by the simplicity 
of one who had dwelt remote from cities, hold¬ 
ing free companionship with the yeomen of the 
land. I thought him as true a representative of 
the people as ever theory could portray. His 
earlier and later habits of life, his feelings, par¬ 
tialities, and prejudices, were those of the peo¬ 
ple : the strong and shrewd sense which consti¬ 
tuted so marked a feature of his mind was but 
a higher degree of the popular intellect. He 
loved the people and respected them, and was 
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prouder of nothing than of his brotherhood with 
those who had intrusted their public interests 
to his care. His continual struggles in the po¬ 
litical arena had strengthened his bones and sin¬ 
ews : opposition had kept him ardent; while 
success had cherished the generous warmth of 
his nature, and assisted the growth both of his 
powers and sympathies. Disappointment might 
have soured and contracted him; but it ap¬ 
peared to me that his triumphant warfare had 
been no less beneficial to his heart than to his 
mind. I was aware, indeed, that his harsher 
traits had grown apace with his milder ones ; 
that he possessed iron resolution, indomitable 
perseverance, and an almost terrible energy; but 
these features had imparted no hardness to his 
character in private intercourse. In the hour of 
public need, these strong qualities would have 
shown themselves the most prominent ones, 
and would have encouraged his countrymen to 
rally round him as one of their natural lead¬ 
ers. 

In his private and domestic relations, Mr. 
Cilley was most exemplary; and he enjoyed no 
less happiness than he conferred. He had been 
the father of four children, two of whom were 
in the grave, leaving, I thought, a more abiding 
impression of tenderness and regret than the 
death of infants usually makes on the mascu¬ 
line mind. Two boys — the elder, seven or 
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eight years of age ; and the younger, two — still 
remained to him; and the fondness of these 
children for their father, their evident enjoy¬ 
ment of his society, was proof enough of his 
gentle and amiable character within the precincts 
of his family. In that bereaved household there 
is now another child, w hom the father never 
saw. Mr. Cilley’s domestic habits were simple 
and primitive to a degret unusual, in most parts 
of our country, among men of so eminent a sta¬ 
tion as he had attainec. It made me smile, 
though with anything but scorn, in contrast to 
the aristocratic stateliness which I have wit¬ 
nessed elsewhere, to see him driving home his 
own cow after a long search for her through the 
village. That trait alone would have marked 
him as a man whose greatness lay within him¬ 
self. He appeared to take much interest in the 
cultivation of his garden, and was very fond of 
flowers. He kept bees, and told me that he 
loved to sit for whole hours by the hives, watch¬ 
ing the labors of the insects, and soothed by the 
hum with which they filled the air. I glance at 
these minute particulars of his daily life, because 
they form so strange a contrast with the circum¬ 
stances of his death. Who could have believed 
that, with his thoroughly New England charac¬ 
ter, in so short a time after I had seen him in 
that peaceful and happy home, among those 
simple occupations and pure enjoyments, he 
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would be stretched in his own blood, — slain 
for an almost impalpable punctilio ! 

It is not my purpose to dwell upon Mr. Gil¬ 
ley's brief career in Congress. Brief as it was, 
his character and talents had more than begun 
to be felt, and would soon have linked his name 
with the history of every important measure, 
and have borne it onward with the progress of 
the principles which he supported. He was not 
eager to seize opportunities of thrusting him¬ 
self into notice; but, when time and the occa¬ 
sion summoned him, he came forward, and 
poured forth his ready and natural eloquence 
with as much effect in the councils of the nation 
as he had done in those of his own State. With 
every effort that he made, the hopes of his party 
rested more decidedly upon him, as one who 
would hereafter be found in the vanguard of 
many a Democratic victory. Let me spare my¬ 
self the details of the awful catastrophe by which 
all those proud hopes perished; for I write with 
a blunted pen and a head benumbed, and am 
the less able to express my feelings as they lie 
deep at heart, and inexhaustible. 

On the 23d of February last, Mr. Cilley re¬ 
ceived a challenge from Mr. Graves of Ken¬ 
tucky, through the hands of Mr. Wise of Vir¬ 
ginia. This measure, as is declared in the 
challenge itself, was grounded on Mr. Cilley’s 
refusal to receive a message, of which Mr. 
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Graves had been the bearer, from a person of 
disputed respectability; although no exception 
to that person’s character had been expressed by 
Mr. Cilley; nor need such inference have been 
drawn, unless Mr. Graves were conscious that 
public opinion held his friend in a doubtful 
light. The challenge was accepted, and the par¬ 
ties met on the following day. They exchanged 
two shots with rifles. After each shot, a con¬ 
ference was held between the friends of both 
parties, and the most generous avowals of re¬ 
spect and kindly feeling were made on the part 
of Cilley towards his antagonist, but without 
avail. A third shot was exchanged : and Mr. 
Cilley fell dead into the arms of one of his 
friends. While I write, a Committee of Inves¬ 
tigation is sitting upon this affair : but the pub¬ 
lic has not waited for its award ; and the writer, 
in accordance with the public, has formed his 
opinion on the official statement of Messrs. 
Wise and Jones. A challenge was never given 
on a more shadowy pretext; a duel was never 
pressed to a fatal close in the face of such open 
kindness as was expressed by Mr. Cilley ; and 
the conclusion is inevitable, that Mr. Graves 
and his principal second, Mr. Wise, have gone 
further than their own dreadful code will war¬ 
rant them, and overstepped the imaginary dis¬ 
tinction, which, on their own principles, sepa¬ 
rates manslaughter from murder. 
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Alas that over the grave of a dear friend my 
sorrow for the bereavement must be mingled 
with another grief, — that he threw away such a 
life in so miserable a cause ! Why, as he was 
true to the Northern character in all things else, 
did he swerve from his Northern principles in 
this final scene ? But his error was a generous 
one, since he fought for what he deemed the 
honor of New England; and, now that death 
has paid the forfeit, the most rigid may forgive 
him. If that dark pitfall — that bloody grave 
— had not lain in the midst of his path, whither, 
whither might it not have led him ! It has 
ended there: yet so strong was my conception 
of his energies, so like destiny did it appear that 
he should achieve everything at which he aimed, 
that even now my fancy will not dwell upon his 
grave, but pictures him still amid the struggles 
and triumphs of the present and the future . 1 

1838. 

1 A very subtile and searching description of Cilley’s mental and moral 
qualities is given in Hawthorne’s American Note-Books, p. 80. 
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PREFACE 

T HE author of this memoir—being so 
little of a politician that he scarcely 
feels entitled to call himself a mem¬ 
ber of any party — would not voluntarily have 
undertaken the work here offered to the pub¬ 
lic. Neither can he flatter himself that he has 
been remarkably successful in the performance 
of his task, viewing it in the light of a political 
biography, and as a representation of the prin¬ 
ciples and acts of a public man, intended to 
operate upon the minds of multitudes during a 
presidential canvass. This species of writing is 
too remote from his customary occupations — 
and, he may add, from his tastes — to be very 
satisfactorily done, without more time and prac¬ 
tice than he would be willing to expend for 
such a purpose. If this little biography have 
any value, it is probably of another kind—as 
the narrative of one who knew the individual 
of whom he treats, at a period of life when char¬ 
acter could be read with undoubting accuracy, 
and who, consequently, in judging of the mo¬ 
tives of his subsequent conduct, has an advan- 
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tage over much more competent observers, 
whose knowledge of the man may have com¬ 
menced at a later date. Nor can it be consid¬ 
ered improper (at least the author will never 
feel it so, although some foolish delicacy be 
sacrificed in the undertaking), that when a 
friend, dear to him almost from boyish days, 
stands up before his country, misrepresented 
by indiscriminate abuse, on the one hand, and 
by aimless praise, on the other, he should be 
sketched by one who has had opportunities of 
knowing him well, and who is certainly inclined 
to tell the truth. 

It is perhaps right to say, that while this 
biography is so‘ far sanctioned by General 
Pierce, as it comprises a generally correct nar¬ 
rative of the principal events of his life, the 
author does not understand him as thereby 
necessarily indorsing all the sentiments put 
forth by himself, in the progress of the work. 
These are the author’s own speculations upon 
the facts before him, and may, or may not, be 
in accordance with the ideas of the individual 
whose life he writes. That individual’s opinions, 
however,—so far as it is necessary to know 
them, — may be read, in his straightforward and 
consistent deeds, with more certainty than those 
of almost any other man now before the public. 

The author, while collecting his materials, 
has received liberal aid from all manner of peo- 
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pie—Whigs and Democrats, congressmen, as¬ 
tute lawyers, grim old generals of militia, and 
gallant young officers of the Mexican war — 
most of whom, however, he must needs say, 
have rather abounded in eulogy of General 
Pierce than in such anecdotical matter as is cal¬ 
culated for a biography. Among the gentlemen 
to whom he is substantially indebted, he would 
mention Hon. C. G. Atherton, Hon. S. H. 
Ayer, Hon. Joseph Hall, Chief Justice Gil¬ 
christ, Isaac O. Barnes, I .sq., Col. T. J. Whip¬ 
ple, and Mr. C. J. Smith. He has likewise de¬ 
rived much assistance from an able and accurate 
sketch, that originally appeared in the Boston 
Post, and was drawn up, as he believes, by the 
junior editor of that journal. 

Concord, Mass., August 27, 1852. 
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HIS PARENTAGE AND EARLY LIFE 


F ranklin pierce was bom at Hills- 

borough, in the State of New Hamp¬ 
shire, on the 23d of November, 1804. 
His native county, at the period of his birth, 
covered a much more extensive territory than 
at present, and might reckon among its chil¬ 
dren many memorable men, and some illustri¬ 
ous ones. General Stark, the hero of Benning¬ 
ton, Daniel Webster, Levi Woodbury, Jeremiah 
Smith, the eminent jurist, and governor of the 
state. General James Miller, General McNeil, 
Senator Atherton, were natives of old Hills¬ 
borough County. 

General Benjamin Pierce, the father of Frank¬ 
lin, was one of the earliest settlers in the town 
of Hillsborough, and contributed as much as 
any other man to the growth and prosperity 
of the county. He was born in 1757, at Chelms¬ 
ford, now Lowell, in Massachusetts. Losing 
his parents early, he grew up under the care of 
an uncle, amid such circumstances of simple 
fare, hard labor, and scanty education as usually 
fell to the lot of a New England yeoman’s fam- 
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ily some eighty or a hundred years ago. On 
the 19th of April, 1775, being then less, than 
eighteen years of age, the stripling was at the 
plough, when tidings reached him of the blood¬ 
shed at Lexington and Concord. He imme¬ 
diately loosened the ox chain, left the plough 
in the furrow, took his uncle’s gun and equip¬ 
ments, and set forth towards the scene of ac¬ 
tion. From that day, for more than seven 
years, he never saw his native place. He en¬ 
listed in the army, was present at the battle 
of Bunker Hill, and after serving through 
the whole Revolutionary war, and fighting his 
way upward from the lowest grade, returned, 
at last, a thorough soldier, and commander of 
a company. He was retained in the army as 
long as that body of veterans had a united ex¬ 
istence; and, being finally disbanded, at West 
Point, in 1784, was left with no other reward, 
for nine years of toil and danger, than the 
nominal amount of his pay in the Continental 
currency — then so depreciated as to be almost 
worthless. 

In 1785, being employed as agent to explore 
a tract of wild land, he purchased a lot of fifty 
acres in what is now the town of Hillsborough. 
In the spring of the succeeding year, he built 
himself a log hut, and began the clearing and 
cultivation of his tract. Another year beheld 
him married to his first wife, Elizabeth An- 
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drews, who died within a twelvemonth after 
their .union, leaving a daughter, the present 
widow of General John McNeil. In 1789, he 
married Anna Kendrick, with whom he lived 
about half a century, and who bore him eight 
children, of whom Franklin was the sixth. 

Although the Revolutionary soldier had thus 
betaken himself to the wilderness for a sub¬ 
sistence, his professional merits were not for¬ 
gotten by those who had witnessed his military 
career. As early as 1786, he was appointed bri¬ 
gade major of the militia of Hillsborough 
County, then first organized and formed into a 
brigade. And it was a still stronger testimonial 
to his character as a soldier, that, nearly fif¬ 
teen years afterwards, during the presidency of 
John Adams, he was offered a high command 
in the northern division of the army which was 
proposed to be levied in anticipation of a war 
with the French republic. Inflexibly democratic 
in his political faith, however, Major Pierce re¬ 
fused to be implicated in a policy which he 
could not approve. “No, gentlemen,” said he 
to the delegates who urged his acceptance of 
the commission, “poor as I am, and acceptable 
as would be the position under other circum¬ 
stances, I would sooner go to yonder moun¬ 
tains, dig me a cave, and live on roast potatoes, 
than be instrumental in promoting the objects 
for which that arm v is to be raised! ” This same 
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fidelity to his principles marked every public, 
as well as private, action of his life. . 

In his own neighborhood, among those who 
knew him best, he early gained an influence 
that was never lost nor diminished, but contin¬ 
ued to spread wider during the whole of his long 
life. In 1789, he was elected to the state legis¬ 
lature and retained that position for thirteen 
successive years, until chosen a member of the 
council. During the same period, he was active 
in his military duties, as a field officer, and 
finally general, of the militia of the county; and 
Miller, McNeil, and others learned of him, in 
this capacity, the soldier-like discipline which 
was afterwards displayed on the battlefields of 
the Northern frontier. 

The history, character, and circumstances 
of General Benjamin Pierce, though here but 
briefly touched upon, are essential parts of the 
biography of his son, both as indicating some 
of the native traits which the latter has inherited, 
and as showing the influences amid which he 
grew up. At Franklin Pierce’s birth, and for 
many years subsequent, his father was the most 
active and public-spirited man within his sphere ; 
a most decided Democrat, and supporter of Jef¬ 
ferson and Madison ; a practical farmer, more¬ 
over, not rich, but independent, exercising a 
liberal hospitality, and noted for the kindness 
and generosity of his character; a man of the 
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people, but whose natural qualities inevitably 
made.him a leader among them. From infancy 
upward, the boy had before his eyes, as the 
model on which he might instinctively form 
himself, one of the best specimens of sterling 
New England character, developed in a life of 
simple habits, yet of elevated action. Patriot¬ 
ism, such as it had been m Revolutionary days, 
was taught him by his father, as early as his 
mother taught him religion. He became early 
imbued, too, with the military spirit which the 
old soldier had retained from his long service, 
and which was kept active by the constant 
alarms and warlike preparations of the first 
twelve years of the present century. If any man 
is bound, by birth and youthful training, to 
show himself a brave, faithful, and able citizen 
of his native country, it is the son of such a 
father. 

At the commencement of the war of 1812, 
Franklin Pierce was a few months under eight 
years of age. The old general, his father, sent 
two of his sons into the army; and as his eld¬ 
est daughter was soon afterwards married to 
Major McNeil, there were few families that had 
so large a personal stake in the war as that of 
General Benjamin Pierce. He himself, both in 
his public capacity as a member of the council, 
and by his great local influence in his own 
county, lent a strenuous support to the national 
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administration. It is attributable to his saga¬ 
city and energy, that New Hampshire — then 
under a federal governor — was saved the dis¬ 
grace of participation in the questionable, if not 
treasonable projects of the Hartford Conven¬ 
tion. He identified himself with the cause of 
the country, and was doubtless as thoroughly 
alive with patriotic zeal, at this eventful period, 
as in the old days of Bunker Hill, and Saratoga, 
and Yorktown. The general not only took a 
prominent part at all public meetings, but was 
ever ready for the informal discussion of politi¬ 
cal affairs at all places of casual resort, where 
— in accordance with the custom of the time 
and country — the minds of men were made to 
operate effectually upon each other. Franklin 
Pierce was a frequent auditor of these contro¬ 
versies. The intentness with which he watched 
the old general, and listened to his arguments, 
is still remembered; and, at this day, in his 
most earnest moods, there are gesticulations 
and movements that bring up the image of his 
father to those who recollect the latter on those 
occasions of the display of homely, native elo¬ 
quence. No mode of education could be con¬ 
ceived, better adapted to imbue a youth with 
the principles and sentiment of democratic in¬ 
stitutions ; it brought him into the most famil¬ 
iar contact with the popular mind, and made 
his own mind a part of it. 
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Franklin’s father had felt, through life, the 
disadvantages of a defective education; although, 
in his peculiar sphere of action, it might be 
doubted whether he did not gain more than he 
lost, by being thrown on his own resources, and 
compelled to study men and their actual affairs, 
rather than books. But ne determined to afford 
his son all the opportunities of improvement 
which he himself had lacked. Franklin, accord¬ 
ingly, was early sent to the academy at Hancock, 
and afterwards to that af Francestown, where 
he was received into he family of General 
Pierce’s old and steadfast friend, Peter Wood¬ 
bury, father of the late eminent judge. It is 
scarcely more than a year ago, at the semi-cen¬ 
tennial celebration of the academy, that Frank¬ 
lin Pierce, the mature and distinguished man, 
paid a beautiful tribute to the character of 
Madam Woodbury, in affectionate remem¬ 
brance of the motherly kindness experienced at 
her hands by the schoolboy. 

The old people of his neighborhood give a 
very delightful picture of Franklin at this early 
age. They describe him as a beautiful boy, 
with blue eyes, light curling hair, and a sweet 
expression of face. The traits presented of him 
indicate moral symmetry, kindliness, and a del¬ 
icate texture of sentiment, rather than marked 
prominences of character. His instructors tes¬ 
tify to his propriety of conduct, his fellow pu- 
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pils to his sweetness of disposition and cordial 
sympathy. One of the latter, being older than 
most of his companions, and less advanced in 
his studies, found it difficult to keep up with 
his class; and he remembers how perseveringly, 
while the other boys were at play, Franklin 
spent the noon recess, for many weeks together, 
in aiding him in his lessons. These attributes, 
proper to a generous and affectionate nature, 
have remained with him through life. Lending 
their color to his deportment, and softening his 
manners, they are, perhaps, even now, the charac¬ 
teristics by which most of those who casually 
meet him would be inclined to identify the man. 
But there are other qualities, not then devel¬ 
oped, but which have subsequently attained a 
firm and manly growth, and are recognized as 
his leading traits among those who really know 
him. Franklin Pierce’s development, indeed, 
has always been the reverse of premature ; the 
boy did not show the germ of all that was in 
the man, nor, perhaps, did the young man ade¬ 
quately foreshow the mature one. 

In 1820, at the age of sixteen, he became 
a student of Bowdoin College, at Brunswick, 
Maine. It was in the autumn of the next year 
that the author of this memoir entered the class 
below him ; but our college reminiscences, how¬ 
ever interesting to the parties concerned, are not 
exactly the material for a biography. He was 
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then a youth, with the boy and man in him, 
vivacious, mirthful, slender, of a fair complexion, 
with light hair that had a curl in it: his bright 
and cheerful aspect made a kind of sunshine, 
both as regarded its radiance and its warmth ; 
insomuch that no shyness of disposition, in his 
associates, could well resist its influence. We 
soon became acquainted and were more espe¬ 
cially drawn together as members of the same 
college society. There vere two of these insti¬ 
tutions, dividing the college between them, and 
typifying, respectively, and with singular accu¬ 
racy of feature, the respectable conservative, and 
the progressive or democratic parties. Pierce’s 
native tendencies inevitably drew him to the 
latter. 

H is chum was Zenas Caldwell, several years 
older than himself, a member of the Methodist 
persuasion, a pure-minded, studious, devoutly 
religious character; endowed thus early in life 
with the authority of a grave and sagacious turn 
of mind. The friendship between Pierce and 
him appeared to be mutually strong, and was 
of itself a pledge of correct deportment in the 
former. His chief friend, I think, was a class¬ 
mate named Little, a young man of most esti¬ 
mable qualities and high intellectual promise; 
one of those fortunate characters whom an early 
death so canonizes in the remembrance of their 
companions, that the perfect fulfilment of a long 
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life would scarcely give them a higher place. 
Jonathan Cilley, of my own class, — whose un¬ 
timely fate is still mournfully remembered, —• 
a person of very marked ability and great social 
influence, was another of Pierce’s friends. All 
these have long been dead. There are others, 
still alive, who would meet Franklin Pierce, at 
this day, with as warm a pressure of the hand, 
and the same confidence in his kindly feelings, 
as when they parted from him nearly thirty 
years ago. 

Pierce’s class was small, but composed of in¬ 
dividuals seriously intent on the duties and 
studies of their college life. They were not boys, 
but, for the most part, well advanced towards 
maturity; and, having wrought out their own 
means of education, were little inclined to neglect 
the opportunities that had been won at so much 
cost. They knew the value of time, and had a 
sense of the responsibilities of their position. 
Their first scholar—the present Professor Stowe 
— has long since established his rank among the 
first scholars of the country. It could have been 
no easy task to hold successful rivalry with stu¬ 
dents so much in earnest as these were. During 
the earlier part of his college course, it may be 
doubted whether Pierce was distinguished for 
scholarship. But, for the last two years, he ap¬ 
peared to grow more intent on the business in 
hand, and, without losing any of his vivacious 
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qualities as a companion, was evidently resolved 
to gain an honorable elevation in his class. His 
habits of attention, and obedience to college dis¬ 
cipline, were of the strictest character; he rose 
progressively in scholarship, and took a highly 
creditable degree. 1 

The first civil office, I imagine, which Frank¬ 
lin Pierce ever held, was tnatof chairman of the 
standing committee of tbe Athenaean Society, 
of which, as above hinted, we were both mem¬ 
bers ; and, having myseh held a place on the 
committee, I can bear testimony to his having 
discharged not only his own share of the duties, 
but that of his colleagues. I remember, like¬ 
wise, that the only military service of my life 
was as a private soldier in a college company, of 
which Pierce was one of the officers. He en¬ 
tered into this latter business, or pastime, with 
an earnestness with which I could not pretend 
to compete, and at which, perhaps, he would 
now be inclined to smile. His slender and 
youthful figure rises before my mind’s eye, at 
this moment, with the air and step of a veteran 
of the school of Steuben; as well became the 
son of a Revolutionary hero, who had probably 
drilled under the old baron’s orders. Indeed, 
at this time, and for some years afterwards, 
Pierce’s ambition seemed to be of a military cast. 
Until reflection had tempered his first predilec- 

1 Sec note at close of this Life. 
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tions, and other varieties of success had rewarded 
his efforts, he would have preferred, I believe, 
the honors of the battlefield to any laurels more 
peacefully won. And it was remarkable how, 
with all the invariable gentleness of his de¬ 
meanor, he perfectly gave, nevertheless, the 
impression of a high and fearless spirit. His 
friends were as sure of his courage, while yet 
untried, as now, when it has been displayed so 
brilliantly in famous battles. 

At this early period of his life, he was distin¬ 
guished by the same fascination of manner that 
has since proved so magical in winning him an 
unbounded personal popularity. It is wrong¬ 
ing him, however, to call this peculiarity a mere 
effect of manner; its source lies deep in the 
kindliness of his nature, and in the liberal, gen¬ 
erous, catholic sympathy, that embraces all who 
are worthy of it. Few men possess anything 
like it; so irresistible as it is, so sure to draw 
forth an undoubting confidence, and so true to 
the promise which it gives. This frankness, 
this democracy of good feeling, has not been 
chilled by the society of politicians, nor polished 
down into mere courtesy by his intercourse with 
the most refined men of the day. It belongs to 
him at this moment, and will never leave him. 
A little while ago, after his return from Mexico, 
he darted across the street to exchange a hearty 
gripe of the hand with a rough countryman upon 
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his cart — a man who used to “ live with his 
father,” as the general explained the matter to 
his companions. Other men assume this man¬ 
ner, more or less skilfully; butwith Frank Pierce 
it is an innate characteristic; nor will it ever lose 
its charm unless his heart should grow narrower 
and colder — a misfortune not to be anticipated, 
even in the dangerous atmosphere of elevated 
rank, whither he seems destined to ascend. 

There is little else that it is worth while to 
relate as regards his colh ge course, unless it be 
that, during one of his winter vacations. Pierce 
taught a country school. So many of the states¬ 
men of New England have performed their first 
public service in the character of pedagogue, 
that it seems almost a necessary step on the 
ladder of advancement. 

9 * 



CHAPTER II 


HIS SERVICES IN THE STATE AND NATIONAL 
LEGISLATURES 

A FTER leaving college, in the year 1824, 
Franklin Pierce returned to Hillsbor- 
ough. His father, now in a green old 
age, continued to take a prominent part in the 
affairs of the day, but likewise made his declin¬ 
ing years rich and picturesque with recollections 
of the heroic times through which he had lived. 
On the 26th of December, 1825, it being his 
sixty-seventh birthday, General Benjamin Pierce 
prepared a festival for his comrades in arms, the 
survivors of the Revolution, eighteen of whom, 
all inhabitants of Hillsborough, assembled at his 
house. The ages of these veterans ranged from 
fifty-nine up to the patriarchal venerableness of 
nearly ninety. They spent the day in festivity, 
in calling up reminiscences of the great men 
whom they had known, and the great deeds 
which they had helped to do, and in reviving 
the old sentiments of the era of Seventy-six. 
At nightfall, after a manly and pathetic farewell 
from their host, they separated — “ prepared,” 
as the old general expressed it, “ at the first tap 

92 



IN THE STATE LEGISLATURE 


of the shrouded drum, to move and join their 
beloved Washington, and the rest of their com¬ 
rades, who fought and bled at their sides.” A 
scene like this must have been profitable for a 
young man to witness, as being likely to give 
him a stronger sense than most of us can attain 
of the value of that Union which these old 
heroes had risked so much to consolidate — of 
that common country which they had sacrificed 
everything to create ; am patriotism must have 
been communicated from their hearts to his, 
with somewhat of the warmth and freshness of 
a new-born sentiment. No youth was ever 
more fortunate than Franklin Pierce, through 
the whole of his early life, in this most desir¬ 
able species of moral education. 

Having chosen the law as a profession, 
Franklin became a student in the office of 
Judge Woodbury, of Portsmouth. Allusion has 
already been made to the friendship between 
General Benjamin Pierce and Peter Wood¬ 
bury, the father of the judge. The early pro¬ 
gress of Levi Woodbury towards eminence had 
been facilitated by the powerful influence of his 
father’s friend. It was a worthy and honorable 
kind of patronage, and bestowed only as the 
great abilities of the recipient vindicated his 
claim to it. Few young men have met with 
such early success in life, or have deserved it so 
eminently, as did Judge Woodbury. At the 
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age of twenty-seven, he was appointed to the 
bench of the Supreme Court of the State, on the 
earnest recommendation of old General Pierce. 
The opponents of the measure ridiculed him as 
the “ baby judge; ” but his conduct in that high 
office showed the prescient judgment of the 
friend who had known him from a child, and 
had seen in his young manhood already the 
wisdom of ripened age. It was some years 
afterwards when Franklin Pierce entered the 
office of Judge Woodbury as a student. In the 
interval, the judge had been elected governor, 
and, after a term of office that thoroughly tested 
the integrity of his democratic principles, had 
lost his second election, and returned to the 
profession of the law. 

The last two years of Pierce’s preparatory 
studies were spent at the law school of North¬ 
ampton, in Massachusetts, and in the office of 
Judge Parker at Amherst. In 1827, being 
admitted to the bar, he began the practice of 
his profession at Hillsborough. It is an inter¬ 
esting fact, considered in reference to his subse¬ 
quent splendid career as an advocate, that he 
did not, at the outset, give promise of distin¬ 
guished success. His first case was a failure, 
and perhaps a somewhat marked one. But it 
is remembered that this defeat, however morti¬ 
fying at the moment, did but serve to make 
him aware of the latent resources of his mind, 
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the full command of which he was far from hav¬ 
ing yet attained. To a friend, an older practi¬ 
tioner, who addressed him with some expression 
of condolence and encouragement, Pierce re¬ 
plied, — and it was a kind of self-assertion which 
no triumph would have drawn out, — “ I do not 
need that. I will try nim hundred and ninety- 
nine cases, if clients will continue to trust me, 
and, if I fail just as I ha\ e to-day, will try the 
thousandth. I shall live to argue cases in this 
court house in a manner that will mortify neither 
myself nor my friends.” It is in such moments 
of defeat that character and ability are most 
fairly tested ; they would irremediably crush a 
youth devoid of real energy, and, being neither 
more nor less than his just desert, would be 
accepted as such. But a failure of this kind 
serves an opposite purpose to a mind in which 
the strongest and richest qualities lie deep, and, 
from their very size and mass, cannot at once 
be rendered available. It provokes an innate 
self-confidence, while, at the same time, it sternly 
indicates the sedulous cultivation, the earnest 
effort, the toil, the agony, which are the condi¬ 
tions of ultimate success. It is, indeed, one of 
the best modes of discipline that experience can 
administer, and may reasonably be counted a 
fortunate event in the life of a young man vig¬ 
orous enough to overcome the momentary de¬ 
pression. 
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Pierce’s distinction at the bar, however, did 
not immediately follow; nor did he acquire 
what we may designate as positive eminence 
until some years after this period. The entice¬ 
ments of political life — so especially fascinating 
to a young lawyer, but so irregular in its tend¬ 
encies, and so inimical to steady professional 
labor—had begun to operate upon him. His 
father’s prominent position in the politics of the 
State made it almost impossible that the son 
should stand aloof. In 1827, the same year 
when Franklin began the practice of the law, 
General Benjamin Pierce had been elected gov¬ 
ernor of New Hampshire. He was defeated 
in the election of 1828, but was again successful 
in that of the subsequent year. During these 
years, the contest for the presidency had been 
fought with a fervor that drew almost every¬ 
body into it, on one side or the other, and had 
terminated in the triumph of Andrew Jackson. 
Franklin Pierce, in advance of his father’s de¬ 
cision, though not in opposition to it, had 
declared himself for the illustrious man whose 
military renown was destined to be thrown into 
the shade by a civil administration, the most 
splendid and powerful that ever adorned the 
annals of our country. I love to record of the 
subject of this memoir that his first political 
faith was pledged to that great leader of the 
democracy. 
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I remember meeting Pierce about this period, 
and catching from him some faint reflection of 
the zeal with which he was now stepping into 
the political arena. My sympathies and opin¬ 
ions, it is true, — so far as I had any in public 
affairs, — had, from the first, been enlisted on 
the same side with his own. But I was now 
made strongly sensible of an increased develop¬ 
ment of my friend’s mind, by means of which 
he possessed a vastly greater power than hereto¬ 
fore over the minds with which he came in con¬ 
tact. This progressive growth has continued 
to be one of his remarkable characteristics. Of 
most men you early know the mental gauge 
and measurement, and do not subsequently 
have much occasion to change it. Not so with 
Pierce : his tendency was not merely high, but 
towards a point which rose higher and higher, 
as the aspirant tended upward. Since we parted, 
studious days had educated him ; life, too, and 
his own exertions in it, and his native habit of 
close and accurate observation, had likewise be¬ 
gun to educate him. 

The town of Hillsborough, in 1829, gave 
Franklin Pierce his first public honor, by elect¬ 
ing him its representative in the legislature of 
the State. His whole service in that body com¬ 
prised four years, in the two latter of which he 
was elected Speaker by a vote of one hundred 
and fifty-five against fifty-eight for other candi- 
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dates. This overpowering majority evinced the 
confidence which his character inspired, and 
which, during his whole career, it has invaria¬ 
bly commanded, in advance of what might be 
termed positive proof, although the result has 
never failed to justify it. I still recollect his de¬ 
scription of the feelings with which he entered 
on his arduous duties — the feverish night that 
preceded his taking the chair — the doubt, the 
struggle with himself — all ending in perfect 
calmness, full self-possession, and free power of 
action when the crisis actually came. 

He had all the natural gifts that adapted him 
for the post: courtesy, firmness, quickness and 
accuracy of judgment, and a clearness of men¬ 
tal perception that brought its own regularity 
into the scene of confused and entangled debate; 
and to these qualities he added whatever was to 
be attained by laborious study of parliamentary 
rules. His merit as a presiding officer was 
universally acknowledged. It is rare that a man 
combines so much impulse with so great a power 
of regulating the impulses of himself and others 
as Franklin Pierce. The faculty, here exercised 
and improved, of controlling an assembly while 
agitated by tumultuous controversy, was after¬ 
wards called into play upon a higher field; for, 
during his congressional service, Pierce was often 
summoned to preside in committee of the whole. 
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when a turbulent debate was expected to de¬ 
mand peculiar energy in the chair. 

He was elected a member of Congress in 
1833, being young for the station, as he has 
always been for every public station that he has 
filled. A different kind of man — a man con¬ 
scious that accident alone had elevated him, and 
therefore nervously anxious to prove himself 
equal to his fortunes—would thus have been 
impelled to spasmodic efforts. He would have 
thrust himself forward in debate, taking the 
word out of the mouths of renowned orators, 
and thereby winning notoriety, as at least the 
glittering counterfeit of true celebrity. Had 
Pierce, with his genuine ability, practised this 
course; had he possessed even an ordinary love 
of display, and had he acted upon it with his 
inherent tact and skill, taking advantage of fair 
occasions to prove the power and substance that 
were in him, it would greatly have facilitated the 
task of his biographer. 

To aim at personal distinction, however, as 
an object independent of the public service, 
would have been contrary to all the foregone 
and subsequent manifestations of his life. He 
was never wanting to the occasion ; but he waited 
for the occasion to bring him inevitably forward. 
When he spoke, it was not only because he was 
fully master of the subject, but because the 
exigency demanded him, and because no other 
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and older man could perform the same duty as 
well as himself. Of the copious eloquence — 
and some of it, no doubt, of a high order — 
which Buncombe has called forth, not a para¬ 
graph, nor a period, is attributable to Franklin 
Pierce. He had no need of these devices to 
fortify his constituents in their high opinion of 
him ; nor did he fail to perceive that such was 
not the method to acquire real weight in the 
body of which he was a member. In truth, he 
has no fluency of words, except when an ear¬ 
nest meaning and purpose supply their own ex¬ 
pression. Every one of his speeches in Con¬ 
gress, and, we may say, in every other hall of 
oratory, or on any stump that he may have 
mounted, was drawn forth by the perception 
that it was needed, was directed to a full expo¬ 
sition of the subject, and (rarest of all) was lim¬ 
ited by what he really had to say. Even the 
graces of the orator were never elaborated, never 
assumed for their own sake, but were legit¬ 
imately derived from the force of his concep¬ 
tions, and from the impulsive warmth which ac¬ 
companies the glow of thought. Owing to these 
peculiarities, — for such, unfortunately, they 
may be termed, in reference to what are usually 
the characteristics of a legislative career, — his 
position before the country was less conspicu¬ 
ous than that of many men who could claim 
nothing like Pierce’s actual influence in the 
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national councils. His speeches, in their muscu¬ 
lar texture and close grasp of their subject, re¬ 
sembled the brief but pregnant arguments and 
expositions of the sages of the Continental Con¬ 
gress, rather than the immeasurable harangues 
which are now the order of the day. 

His congressional life, though it made com¬ 
paratively so little show, was full of labor, di¬ 
rected to substantial objects. He was a member 
of the judiciary and other important commit¬ 
tees ; and the drudgery ot the committee-room, 
where so much of the real public business of the 
country is transacted, fell in large measure to 
his lot. Thus, even as a legislator, he may be 
said to have been a man of deeds, not words; 
and when he spoke upon any subject with which 
his duty, as chairman or member of a committee, 
had brought him in relation, his words had the 
weight of deeds, from the meaning, the direct¬ 
ness, and the truth, that he conveyed into them. 
His merits made themselves known and felt in 
the sphere where they were exercised ; and he 
was early appreciated by one who seldom erred 
in his estimate of men, whether in their moral 
or intellectual aspect. His intercourse with 
President Jackson was frequent and free, and 
marked by friendly regard on the part of the 
latter. In the stormiest periods of his adminis¬ 
tration, Pierce came frankly to his aid. The 
confidence then established was never lost; and 
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when Jackson was on his death-bed, being vis¬ 
ited by a gentleman from the North (himself 
formerly a Democratic member of Congress), 
the old hero spoke with energy of Franklin 
Pierce’s ability and patriotism, and remarked, as 
with prophetic foresight of his young friend’s 
destiny, that “ the interests of the country would 
be safe in such hands.” 

One of President Jackson’s measures, which 
had Pierce’s approval and support, was his veto 
of the Maysville Road Bill. This bill was part 
of a system of vast public works, principally 
railroads and canals, which it was proposed to 
undertake at the expense of the national trea¬ 
sury — a policy not then of recent origin, but 
which had been fostered by John Quincy Adams, 
and had attained a gigantic growth at the close 
of his presidency. The estimate of works un¬ 
dertaken or projected, at the commencement of 
Jackson’s administration, amounted to consider¬ 
ably more than a hundred millions of dollars. 
The expenditure of this enormous sum, and 
doubtless other incalculable amounts, in pro¬ 
gressive increase, was to be for purposes often 
of unascertained utility, and was to pass through 
the agents and officers of the federal govern¬ 
ment— a means of political corruption not 
safely to be trusted even in the purest hands. 
The peril to the individuality of the States, from 
a system tending so directly to consolidate the 
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powers of government towards a common cen¬ 
tre, was obvious. The result might have been, 
with the lapse of time and the increased activity 
of the disease, to place the capital of our feder¬ 
ative Union in a position resembling that of 
imperial Rome, where each once independent 
state was a subject province, and all the high¬ 
ways of the world were said to meet in her 
forum. It was against this system, so dangerous 
to liberty and to public and private integrity, 
that Jackson declared war, by the famous Mays- 
ville veto. 

It would be an absurd interpretation of 
Pierce’s course, in regard to this and similar 
measures, to suppose him hostile either to in¬ 
ternal or coastwise improvements, so far as they 
may legitimately be the business of the general 
government. He was aware of the immense 
importance of our internal commerce, and was 
ever ready to vote such appropriations as might 
be necessary for promoting it, when asked for 
in an honest spirit, and at points where they 
were really needed. He doubted, indeed, the 
constitutional power of Congress to undertake, 
by building roads through the wilderness or 
opening unfrequented rivers, to create commerce 
where it did not yet exist; but he never denied 
or questioned the right and duty to remove 
obstructions in the way of inland trade, and to 
afford it every facility, when the nature and 
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necessity of things had brought it into genuine 
existence. And he agreed with the best and 
wisest statesmen in believing that this distinction 
involved the true principle on which legislation, 
for the purpose here discussed, should proceed. 

While a member of the House of Repre¬ 
sentatives, he delivered a forcible speech against 
the bill authorizing appropriations for the Mil¬ 
itary Academy at West Point. He was de¬ 
cidedly opposed to that institution as then and 
at present organized. We allude to the sub¬ 
ject in illustration of the generous frankness 
with which, years afterwards, when the battle 
smoke of Mexico had baptized him also a sol¬ 
dier, he acknowledged himself in the wrong, and 
bore testimony to the brilliant services which 
the graduates of the Academy, trained to sol¬ 
diership from boyhood, had rendered to their 
country. And if he has made no other such 
acknowledgment of past error, committed in his 
legislative capacity, it is but fair to believe that 
it is because his reason and conscience accuse 
him of no other wrong. 

It was while in the lower house of Congress* 
that Franklin Pierce took that stand on the 
slavery question from which he has never since 
swerved a hair’s breadth. He fully recognized, 
by his votes and by his voice, the rights pledged 
to the South by the Constitution. This, at the 
period when he so declared himself, was com- 
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paratively an easy thing to do. But when it 
became more difficult, when the first impercep¬ 
tible movement of agitation had grown to be 
almost a convulsion, his course was still the 
same. Nor did he ever shun the obloquy that 
sometimes threatened to pursue the Northern 
man who dared to love r hat great and sacred 
reality — his whole, unit'd, native country — 
better than the mistiness of a philanthropic 
theory. 

He continued in the House of Representa¬ 
tives four years. If, at this period of his life, 
he rendered unobtrusive, though not unim¬ 
portant, services to the public, it must also have 
been a time of vast intellectual advantage to 
himself. Amidst great national affairs, he was 
acquiring the best of all educations for future 
eminence and leadership. In the midst of 
statesmen, he grew to be a statesman. Studi¬ 
ous, as all his speeches prove him to be, of his¬ 
tory, he beheld it demonstrating itself before 
his eyes. As regards this sort of training, much 
of its good or ill effect depends on the natural 
force and depth of the man. Many, no doubt, 
by early mixture with politics, become the mere 
politicians of the moment, — a class of men suf¬ 
ficiently abundant among us, — acquiring only 
a knack and cunning, which guide them toler¬ 
ably well through immediate difficulties, without 
instructing them in the great rules of higher 
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policy. But when the actual observation of 
public measures goes hand in hand with study, 
when the mind is capable of comparing the pre¬ 
sent with its analogies in the past, and of grasp¬ 
ing the principle that belongs to both, this is to 
have history for a living tutor. If the student 
be fit for such instruction, he will be seen to act 
afterwards with the elevation of a high ideal, and 
with the expediency, the sagacity, the instinct 
of what is fit and practicable, which make the 
advantage of the man of actual affairs over the 
mere theorist. 

And it was another advantage of his being 
brought early into the sphere of national in¬ 
terests, and continuing there for a series of years, 
that it enabled him to overcome any narrow 
and sectional prejudices. Without loving New 
England less, he loved the broad area of the 
country more. He thus retained that equal 
sentiment of patriotism for the whole land with 
which his father had imbued him, and which is 
perhaps apt to be impaired in the hearts of those 
who come late to the national legislature, after 
long training in the narrower fields of the sepa-. 
rate States. His sense of the value of the Union, 
which had been taught him at the fireside, from 
earliest infancy, by the stories of patriotic valor 
that he there heard, was now strengthened by 
friendly association with its representatives from 
every quarter. It is this youthful sentiment of 
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Americanism, so happily developed by after cir¬ 
cumstances, that we see operating through all 
his public life, and making him as tender of 
what he considers due to the South as of the 
rights of his own land of hills. 

Franklin Pierce had scarcely reached the legal 
age for such elevation, when, in 1837, he was 
elected to the Senate of the United States. He 
took his seat at the commencement of the pre¬ 
sidency of Mr. Van Buren. Never before nor 
since has the Senate bet n more venerable for 
the array of veteran and celebrated statesmen 
than at that time. Calhoun, Webster, and Clay 
had lost nothing of their intellectual might. 
Benton, Silas Wright, Woodbury, Buchanan, 
and Walker were members ; and many even of 
the less eminent names were such as have gained 
historic place — men of powerful eloquence, and 
worthy to be leaders of the respective parties 
which they espoused. To this dignified body 
(composed of individuals some of whom were 
older in political experience than he in his 
mortal life) Pierce came as the youngest member 
of the Senate. With his usual tact and exqui¬ 
site sense of propriety, he saw that it was not 
the time for him to step forward prominently on 
this highest theatre in the land. He beheld 
these great combatants doing battle before the 
eyes of the nation, and engrossing its whole re¬ 
gards. There was hardly an avenue to reputa- 
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tion save what was occupied by one or another 
of those gigantic figures. 

Modes of public service remained, however, 
requiring high ability, but with which few men 
of competent endowments would have been con¬ 
tent to occupy themselves. Pierce had already 
demonstrated the possibility of obtaining an 
enviable position among his associates, without 
the windy notoriety which a member of Congress 
may readily manufacture for himself by the 
lavish expenditure of breath that had been bet¬ 
ter spared. In the more elevated field of the 
Senate, he pursued the same course as while a 
representative, and with more than equal results. 

Among other committees, he was a member 
of that upon Revolutionary pensions. Of this 
subject he made himself thoroughly master, and 
was recognized by the Senate as an unquestion¬ 
able authority. In 1840, in reference to several 
bills for the relief of claimants under the pension 
law, he delivered a speech which finely illustrates 
as well the sympathies as the justice of the man, 
showing how vividly he could feel, and, at the 
same time, how powerless were his feelings to 
turn him aside from the strict line of public in¬ 
tegrity. The merits and sacrifices of the people 
of the Revolution have never been stated with 
more earnest gratitude than in the following 
passage: — 

“ I am not insensible, Mr. President, of th< 
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advantages with which claims of this character 
always come before Congress. They are sup¬ 
posed to be based on services for which no man 
entertains a higher estimate than myself— ser¬ 
vices beyond all praise, and above all price. But, 
while warm and glowing with the glorious recol¬ 
lections which a recurrence to that period of our 
history can never fail to awaken ; while we cher¬ 
ish with emotions of pride, reverence, and affec¬ 
tion the memory of those brave men who are 
no longer with us ; while we provide, with a 
liberal hand, for such as survive, and for the 
widows of the deceased ; while we would accord 
to the heirs, whether in the second or third gen¬ 
eration, every dollar to w hich they can establish 
a just claim, — I trust we shall not, in the strong 
current of our sympathies, forget what becomes 
us as the descendants of such men. They would 
teach us to legislate upon our judgment, upon 
our sober sense of right, and not upon our im¬ 
pulses or our sympathies. No, sir; we may act 
in this way, if we choose, when dispensing our 
own means, but we are not at liberty to do it 
when dispensing the means of our constituents. 

“ If we were to legislate upon our sympathies 
— yet more I will admit — if we were to yield 
to that sense of just and grateful remuneration 
which presses itself upon every man’s heart, there 
would be scarcely a limit for our bounty. The 
whole exchequer could not answer the demand. 
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To the patriotism, the courage, and the sacri¬ 
fices of the people of that day, we owe, under 
Providence, all that we now most highly prize, 
and what we shall transmit to our children as 
the richest legacy they can inherit. The war of 
the Revolution, it has been justly remarked, was 
not a war of armies merely — it was the war of 
nearly a whole people, and such a people as the 
world had never before seen, in a death struggle 
for liberty. 

“ The losses, sacrifices, and sufferings of that 
period were common to all classes and condi¬ 
tions of life. Those who remained at home 
suffered hardly less than those who entered upon 
the active strife. The aged father and mother 
underwent not less than the son, who would 
have been the comfort and stay of their declin¬ 
ing years, now called to perform a yet higher 
duty — to follow the standard of his bleeding 
country. The young mother, with her helpless 
children, excites not less deeply our sympathies, 
contending with want, and dragging out years 
of weary and toilsome days and anxious nights, 
than the husband in the field, following the for¬ 
tunes of our arms without the common habili¬ 
ments to protect his person, or the requisite sus¬ 
tenance to support his strength. Sir, I never 
think of that patient, enduring, self-sacrificing 
army, which crossed the Delaware in December, 
1777, marching barefooted upon frozen ground 
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to encounter the foe, and leaving bloody foot¬ 
prints for miles behind them — I never think 
of their sufferings during that terrible winter 
without involuntarily inquiring, Where then 
were their families? Who lit up the cheerful 
fire upon their hearths at home ? Who spoke 
the word of comfort and t ncouragement ? Nay, 
sir, who furnished protection from the rigors of 
winter, and brought them the necessary means 
of subsistence ? 

“ The true and simple answer to these ques¬ 
tions would disclose an amount of suffering and 
anguish, mental and physical, such as might not 
have been found in the ranks of the armies — 
not even in the severest trial of that fortitude 
which never faltered, and that power of endur¬ 
ance which seemed to know no limit. All this 
no man feels more deeply than I do. But they 
were common sacrifices in a common cause, 
ultimately crowned with the reward of liberty. 
They have an everlasting claim upon our grati¬ 
tude, and are destined, as I trust, by their heroic 
example, to exert an abiding influence upon our 
latest posterity.” 

With this heartfelt recognition of the debt of 
gratitude due to those excellent men, the sena¬ 
tor enters into an analysis of the claims pre¬ 
sented, and proves them to be void of justice. 
The whole speech is a good exponent of his 
character; full of the truest sympathy, but, 
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above all things, just, and not to be misled, on 
the public behalf, by those impulses that would 
be most apt to sway the private man. The mere 
pecuniary amount saved to the nation by his 
scrutiny into affairs of this kind, though great, 
was, after all, but a minor consideration. The 
danger lay in establishing a corrupt system, and 
placing a wrong precedent upon the statute-book. 
Instances might be adduced, on the other hand, 
which show him not less scrupulous of the just 
rights of the claimants than careful of the public 
interests. 

Another subject upon which he came forward 
was the military establishment and the natural 
defences of the country. In looking through 
the columns of the Congressional Globe, we find 
abundant evidences of Senator Pierce’s laborious 
and unostentatious discharge of his duties —re¬ 
ports of committees, brief remarks, and, here and 
there, a longer speech, always full of matter, and 
evincing a thoroughly digested knowledge of 
the subject. Not having been written out by 
himself, however, these speeches are no fair speci¬ 
mens of his oratory, except as regards the train 
of argument and substantial thought; and ad¬ 
hering very closely to the business in hand, they 
seldom present passages that could be quoted, 
without tearing them forcibly, as it were, out of 
the context, and thus mangling the fragments 
which we might offer to the reader. As we have 
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already remarked, he seems, as a debater, to re¬ 
vive the old type of the Revolutionary Congress, 
or to bring back the noble days of the Long 
Parliament of England, before eloquence had 
become what it is now, a knack, and a thing 
valued for itself. Like those strenuous orators, 
he speaks with the earnestness of honest con¬ 
viction, and out of the fervor of his heart, and 
because the occasion and his deep sense of it 
constrain him. 

By the defeat of Mr. V-m Buren, in the presi¬ 
dential election of 1840, :he administration of 
government was transferred, for the first time 
in twelve years, to the Whigs. An extra session 
of Congress was summoned to assemble in June, 
1841, by President Harrison, who, however, 
died before it came together. At this extra ses¬ 
sion, it was the purpose of the Whig party, under 
the leadership of Henry Clay, to overthrow all 
the great measures which the successive Demo¬ 
cratic administrations had established. The sub¬ 
treasury was to be demolished ; a national bank 
was to be incorporated ; a high tariff of duties 
was to be imposed, for purposes of protection 
and abundant revenue. The Whig administra¬ 
tion possessed a majority, both in the Senate 
and the House. It was a dark period for the 
Democracy, so long unaccustomed to defeat, 
and now beholding all that they had won for 
the cause of national progress, after the arduous 
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struggle of so many years, apparently about to 
be swept away. 

The sterling influence which Franklin Pierce 
now exercised is well described in the following 
remarks of the Hon. A. O. P. Nicholson: — 

“The power of an organized minority was 
never more clearly exhibited than in this contest. 
The Democratic senators acted in strict concert, 
meeting night after night for consultation, ar¬ 
ranging their plan of battle, selecting their cham¬ 
pions for the coming day, assigning to each man 
his proper duty, and looking carefully to the 
popular judgment for a final victory. In these 
consultations, no man’s voice was heard with 
more profound respect than that of Franklin 
Pierce. His counsels were characterized by so 
thorough a knowledge of human nature, by so 
much solid common sense, by such devotion 
to Democratic principles, that, although among 
the youngest of the senators, it was deemed 
important that all their conclusions should be 
submitted to his sanction. 

“ Although known to be ardent in his tem¬ 
perament, he was also known to act with pru¬ 
dence and caution. His impetuosity in debate 
was only the result of the deep convictions 
which controlled his mind. He enjoyed the 
unbounded confidence of Calhoun, Buchanan, 
Wright, Woodbury, Walker, King, Benton,and 
indeed of the entire Democratic portion of the 
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Senate. When he rose in the Senate or in the 
committee-room, he was heard with the pro- 
foundest attention; and again and again was he 
greeted by these veteran Democrats as one of 
our ablest champions. His speeches, during 
this session, will compare with those of any 
other senator. If it be asked why he did not 
receive higher distinction, I answer, that such 
men as Calhoun, Wright, Buchanan, and Wood¬ 
bury were the acknowledged leaders of the De¬ 
mocracy. The eyes of the nation were on them. 
The hopes of their party were reposed in them. 
The brightness of these luminaries was too great 
to allow the brilliancy of so young a man to 
attract especial attention. But ask any one of 
these veterans how Franklin Pierce ranked in 
the Senate, and he will tell you, that, to stand 
in the front rank for talents, eloquence, and 
statesmanship, he only lacked a few more years.” 

In the course of this session he made a very 
powerful speech in favor of Mr. Buchanan’s 
resolution, calling on the President to furnish 
the names of persons removed from office since 
the 4th of March, 1841. The Whigs, in 1840, 
as in the subsequent canvass of 1848, had pro¬ 
fessed a purpose to abolish the system of official 
removals on account of political opinion, but, 
immediately on coming into power, had com¬ 
menced a proscription infinitely beyond the ex¬ 
ample of the Democratic party. This course, 
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with an army of office seekers besieging the de¬ 
partments, was unquestionably difficult to avoid, 
and perhaps, on the whole, not desirable to be 
avoided. But it was rendered astounding by 
the sturdy effrontery with which the gentlemen 
in power denied that their present practice had 
falsified any of their past professions. A few 
of the closing paragraphs of Senator Pierce’s 
highly effective speech, being more easily sepa¬ 
rable than the rest, may here be cited : — 

“ One word more, and I leave this subject, 
— a painful one to me, from the beginning to 
the end. The senator from North Carolina, in 
the course of his remarks the other day, asked, 
* Do gentlemen expect that their friends are to 
be retained in office against the will of the na¬ 
tion ? Are they so unreasonable as to expect 
what the circumstances and the necessity of the 
case forbid ? ’ What our expectations were is 
not the question now; but what were your 
pledges and promises before the people. On a 
previous occasion, the distinguished senator 
from Kentucky made a similar remark: ‘ An 
ungracious task , but the nation demands it! ’ Sir, 
this demand of the nation, — this plea of state 
necessity, — let me tell gentlemen, is as old 
as the history of wrong and oppression. It has 
been the standing plea, the never-failing resort 
of despotism. 

“ The "great Julius found it a convenient plea 
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when he restored the dignity of the Roman Sen¬ 
ate, but destroyed its independence. It gave 
countenance to and justified all the atrocities of 
the Inquisition in Spain. It forced out the stifled 
groans that issued from the Black Hole of Cal¬ 
cutta. It was written in tears upon the Bridge 
of Sighs in Venice, and pointed to those dark 
recesses upon whose gloomy thresholds there 
was never seen a returning footprint. 

“It was the plea of the austere and ambitious 
Strafford, in the days of C harles I. It filled the 
Bastile of France, and lent its sanction to the 
terrible atrocities perpetrated there. It was this 
plea that snatched the mild, eloquent, and pa¬ 
triotic Camille Desmoulins from his young and 
beautiful wife, and hurried him to the guillotine 
with thousands of others equally unoffending and 
innocent. It was upon this plea that the great¬ 
est of generals, if not men,—you cannot mis¬ 
take me, — I mean him, the presence of whose 
very ashes within the last few months sufficed 
to stir the hearts of a continent, — it was upon 
this plea that he abjured the noble wife who 
had thrown light and gladness around his hum¬ 
bler days, and, by her own lofty energies and 
high intellect, had encouraged his aspirations. 
It was upon this plea that he committed that 
worst and most fatal act of his eventful life. 
Upon this, too, he drew around his person the 
imperial purple. It has in all times, and in 
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every age, been the foe of liberty and the indis¬ 
pensable stay of usurpation. 

“ Where were the chains of despotism ever 
thrown around the freedom of speech and of 
the press but on this plea of state necessity ? 
Let the spirit of Charles X. and of his ministers 
answer. 

“It is cold, selfish, heartless, and has always 
been regardless of age, sex, condition, services, 
or any of the incidents of life that appeal to 
patriotism or humanity. Wherever its author¬ 
ity has been acknowledged, it has assailed men 
who stood by their country when she needed 
strong arms and bold hearts, and has assailed 
them when, maimed and disabled in her service, 
they could no longer brandish a weapon in her 
defence. It has afflicted the feeble and de¬ 
pendent wife for the imaginary faults of the hus¬ 
band. It has stricken down Innocence in its 
beauty, Youth in its freshness, Manhood in its 
vigor, and Age in its feebleness and decrepitude. 
Whatever other plea or apology may be set up 
for the sweeping, ruthless exercise of this civil 
guillotine at the present day, in the name of 
Liberty let us be spared this fearful one of 
state necessity, in this early age of the Re¬ 
public, upon the floor of the American Senate, 
in the face of a people yet free ! ” 

In June, 1842, he signified his. purpose of 
retiring from the Senate. 
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It was now more than sixteen years since the 
author of this sketch had been accustomed to 
meet Frank Pierce (that familiar name, which 
the nation is adopting as one of its household 
words) in habits of daily intercourse. Our 
modes of life had since been as different as could 
well be imagined; our culture and labor were 
entirely unlike; there was hardly a single ob¬ 
ject or aspiration in common between us. Still 
we had occasionally met, and always on the old 
ground of friendly corfidence. There were 
sympathies that had not been suffered to die 
out. Had we lived more constantly together, 
it is not impossible that the relation might have 
been changed by the various accidents and attri¬ 
tions of life ; but having no mutual events, and 
few mutual interests, the tie of early friendship 
remained the same as when we parted. The 
modifications which I saw in his character were 
those of growth and development; new qualities 
came out, or displayed themselves more promi¬ 
nently, but always in harmony with those hereto¬ 
fore known. Always I was sensible of progress 
in him ; a characteristic — as, I believe, has been 
said in the foregoing pages — more perceptible 
in Franklin Pierce than in any other person with 
whom I have been acquainted. He widened, 
deepened, rose to a higher point, and thus ever 
made himself equal to the ever heightening oc¬ 
casion. This peculiarity of intellectual growth, 
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continued beyond the ordinary period, has its 
analogy in his physical constitution — it being 
a fact that he continued to grow in stature be¬ 
tween his twenty-first and twenty-fifth years. 

He had not met with that misfortune, which, 
it is to be feared, befalls many men who throw 
their ardor into politics. The pursuit had taken 
nothing from the frankness of his nature; now 
as ever, he used direct means to gain honorable 
ends ; and his subtlety — for, after all, his heart 
and purpose were not such as he that runs may 
read— had the depth of wisdom, and never any 
quality of cunning. In great part, this unde¬ 
teriorated manhood was due to his original 
nobility of nature. Yet it may not be unjust 
to attribute it, in some degree, to the singular 
good fortune of his life. He had never, in all 
his career, found it necessary to stoop. Office 
had sought him ; he had not begged it, nor 
manoeuvred for it, nor crept towards it — arts 
which too frequently bring a man, morally bowed 
and degraded, to a position which should be one 
of dignity, but in which he will vainly essay 
to stand upright. 

In our earlier meetings, after Pierce had 
begun to come forward in public life, I could 
discern that his ambition was aroused. He felt 
a young man’s enjoyment of success, so early 
and so distinguished. But as years went on, 
such motives seemed to be less influential with 
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him. He was cured of ambition, as, one after 
another, its objects came to him unsought. His 
domestic position, likewise, had contributed to 
direct his tastes and wishes towards the pursuits 
of private life. In 1834 he had married Jane 
Means, a daughter of the Rev. Dr. Appleton, a 
former president of Bowdoin College. Three 
sons, the first of whom died in early infancy, 
were born to him; and, having hitherto been 
kept poor by his public service, he no doubt 
became sensible of the expediency of making 
some provision for the future. Such, it may 
be presumed, were the considerations that in¬ 
duced his resignation of the senatorship, greatly 
to the regret to all parties. The senators gath¬ 
ered around him, as he was about to quit the 
chamber; political opponents took leave of him 
as of a personal friend ; and no departing mem¬ 
ber has ever retired from that dignified body 
amid warmer wishes for his happiness than those 
that attended Franklin Pierce. 

His father had died three years before, in 
1839, at the mansion which he built, after the 
original log-cabin grew too narrow for his rising 
family and fortunes. The mansion was spa¬ 
cious, as the liberal hospitality of the occupant 
required, and stood on a little eminence, sur¬ 
rounded by verdure and abundance, and a happy 
population, where, half a century before, the 
Revolutionary soldier had come alone into the 
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wilderness, and levelled the primeval forest 
trees. After being spared to behold the dis¬ 
tinction of his son, he departed this life at the 
age of eighty-one years, in perfect peace, and, 
until within a few hours of his death, in the full 
possession of his intellectual powers. His last 
act was one of charity to a poor neighbor — a 
fitting close to a life that had abounded in such 
deeds. Governor Pierce was a man of admirable 
qualities — brave, active, public-spirited, en¬ 
dowed with natural authority, courteous yet 
simple in his manners; and in his son we may 
perceive these same attributes, modified and 
softened by a finer texture of character, illu¬ 
minated by higher intellectual culture, and pol¬ 
ished by a larger intercourse with the world, but 
as substantial and sterling as in the good old 
patriot. 

Franklin Pierce had removed from Hills¬ 
borough in 183 8, and taken up his residence at 
Concord, the capital of New Hampshire. On 
this occasion, the citizens of his native town in¬ 
vited him to a public dinner, in token of their 
affection and respect. In accordance with his 
usual taste, he gratefully accepted the kindly 
sentiment, but declined the public demonstra¬ 
tion of it. 
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HIS SUCCESS AT THE BAR 

F RANKLIN PIERCE’S earliest effort 
at the bar, as we have already observed, 
was an unsuccessful one; but instead of 
discouraging him, the failure had only served 
to awaken the consciousness of latent power, 
and the resolution to bring it out. Since those 
days, he had indeed gained reputation as a law¬ 
yer. So much, however, was the tenor of his 
legal life broken up by the months of public 
service subtracted from each year, and such was 
the inevitable tendency of his thoughts towards 
political subjects, that he could but very par¬ 
tially avail himself of the opportunities of pro¬ 
fessional advancement. But on retiring from 
the Senate, he appears to have started imme¬ 
diately into full practice. Though the people 
of New Hampshire already knew him well, yet 
his brilliant achievements as an advocate 
brought him more into their view, and into 
closer relations with them, than he had ever be¬ 
fore been. He now met his countrymen, as 
represented in the jury box, face to face, and 
made them feel what manner of man he was. 
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Their sentiment towards him soon grew to be 
nothing short of enthusiasm; love, pride, the 
sense of brotherhood, affectionate sympathy, 
and perfect trust, all mingled in it. It was the 
influence of a great heart pervading the general 
heart, and throbbing with it in the same pulsa¬ 
tion. 

It has never been the writer’s good fortune 
to listen to one of Franklin Pierce’s public 
speeches, whether at the bar or elsewhere; nor, 
by diligent inquiry, has he been able to gain a 
very definite idea of the mode in which he pro¬ 
duces his effects. To me, therefore, his forensic 
displays are in the same category with those 
of Patrick Henry, or any other orator whose 
tongue, beyond the memory of man, has mould¬ 
ered into dust. His power results, no doubt, 
in great measure, from the earnestness with 
which he imbues himself with the conception 
of his client’s cause; insomuch that he makes 
it entirely his own, and, never undertaking a 
case which he believes to be unjust, contends 
with his whole heart and conscience, as well as 
intellectual force, for victory. His labor in the 
preparation of his cases is said to be unremit¬ 
ting ; and he throws himself with such energy 
into a trial of importance as wholly to exhaust 
his strength. 

Few lawyers, probably, have been interested 
in a wider variety of business than he; its scope 
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comprehends the great causes where immense 
pecuniary interests are concerned — from which, 
however, he is always ready to turn aside, to 
defend the humble rights of the poor man, or 
give his protection to one unjustly accused. As 
one of my correspondents observes, “ When an 
applicant has interested him by a recital of op¬ 
pression, fraud, or wrong General Pierce never 
investigates the man’s esiate before engaging in 
his business ; neither does he calculate whose 
path he may cross. I have been privy to sev¬ 
eral instances of the noblest independence on 
his part, in pursuing, to the disrepute of those 
who stood well in the community, the weal of 
an obscure client with a good cause.” 

In the practice of the law, as Pierce pursued 
it, in one or another of the court houses of New 
Hampshire, the rumor of each successive strug¬ 
gle and success resounded over the rugged hills, 
and perished without a record. Those mighty 
efforts, into which he put all his strength, before 
a county court, and addressing a jury of yeo¬ 
men, have necessarily been, as regards the eva¬ 
nescent memory of any particular trial, like the 
eloquence that is sometimes poured out in a 
dream. In other spheres of action, with no 
greater expenditure of mental energy, words 
have been spoken that endure from age to age 
— deeds done that harden into history. But 
this, perhaps the most earnest portion of Frank- 
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lin Pierce’s life, has left few materials from 
which it can be written. There is before me 
only one report of a case in which he was en¬ 
gaged— the defence of the Wentworths, at a 
preliminary examination, on a charge of mur¬ 
der. His speech occupied four hours in the 
delivery, and handles a confused medley of 
facts with masterly skill, bringing them to bear 
one upon another, and making the entire mass, 
as it were, transparent, so that the truth may 
be seen through it. The whole hangs together 
too closely to permit the quotation of passages. 

The writer has been favored with communi¬ 
cations from two individuals, who have enjoyed 
the best of opportunities to become acquainted 
with General Pierce’s character as a lawyer. 
The following is the graceful and generous trib¬ 
ute of a gentleman, who, of late, more fre¬ 
quently than any other, has been opposed to 
him at the bar : — 

“ General Pierce cannot be said to have com¬ 
menced his career at the bar, in earnest, until 
after his resignation of the office of senator, in 
1842. And it is a convincing proof of his emi¬ 
nent powers that he at once placed himself in 
the very first rank at a bar so distinguished for 
ability as that of New Hampshire. It is con¬ 
fessed by all, who have the means of knowledge 
and judgment on this subject, that in no State 
of the Union are causes tried with more indus- 
126 



HIS SUCCESS AT THE BAR 


try of preparation, skill, perseverance, energy, 
or vehement effort to succeed. 

“ During much of this time, my practice in 
our courts was suspended; and it is only within 
three or four years that I have had opportuni¬ 
ties of intimately knowing his powers as an ad¬ 
vocate, by being associated with him at the bar; 
and, most of all, of appreciating and feeling that 
power, by being opposed to him in the trial of 
causes before juries. Far more than any other 
man, whom it has been m\ fortune to meet, he 
makes himself felt by one who tries a case 
against him. From the first, he impresses on 
his opponent a consciousness of the necessity 
of a deadly struggle, not only in order to win 
the victory, but to avoid defeat. 

“ His vigilance and perseverance, omitting 
nothing in the preparation and introduction of 
testimony, even to the minutest details, which 
can be useful to his clients; his watchful atten¬ 
tion, seizing on every weak point in the oppo¬ 
site case; his quickness and readiness ; his sound 
and excellent judgment; his keen insight into 
character and motives, his almost intuitive 
knowledge of men ; his ingenious and powerful 
cross-examinations; his adroitness in turning 
aside troublesome testimony, and availing him¬ 
self of every favorable point; his quick sense 
of the ridiculous; his pathetic appeals to the 
feelings; his sustained eloquence, and remark- 
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ably energetic declamation, — all mark him for 
a * leader.’ 

“ From the beginning to the end of the trial 
of a case, nothing with him is neglected, which 
can by possibility honorably conduce to success. 
His manner is always respectful and deferential 
to the court, captivating to the jury, and calcu¬ 
lated to conciliate the good will even of those 
who would be otherwise indifferent spectators. 
In short, he plays the part of a successful actor; 
successful, because he always identifies himself 
with his part, and in him it is not acting. 

“ Perhaps, as would be expected by those 
who know his generosity of heart, and his scorn 
of everything like oppression or extortion, he 
is most powerful in his indignant denunciations 
of fraud or injustice, and his addresses to the 
feelings in behalf of the poor and lowly, and 
the sufferers under wrong. I remember to have 
heard of his extraordinary power on one occa¬ 
sion, when a person, who had offered to procure 
arrears of a pension for Revolutionary services, 
had appropriated to himself a most unreason¬ 
able share of the money. General Pierce spoke 
of the frequency of these instances, and, be¬ 
fore the numerous audience, offered his aid, 
freely and gratuitously, to redress the wrongs 
of any widow or representative of a Revolution¬ 
ary officer or soldier who had been made the 
subject of such extortion. 
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** The reply of the poor man, in the anecdote 
related by Lord Campbell of Harry Erskine, 
would be applicable, as exhibiting a feeling kin¬ 
dred to that with which General Pierce is re¬ 
garded: ‘ There’s no a puir man in a’ Scotland 
need to want a friend or fear an enemy, sae lang 
as Harry Erskine lives ! ’ ” 

We next give his aspect as seen from the 
bench, in the following carefully prepared and 
discriminating article, from the chief justice of 
New Hampshire: — 

“In attempting to estimate the character and 
qualifications of Mr. Pierce as a lawyer and an 
advocate, we undertake a delicate, but, at the 
same time, an agreeable task. The profession 
of the law, practised by men of liberal and en¬ 
lightened minds, and unstained by the sordid¬ 
ness which more or less affects all human pur¬ 
suits, invariably confers honor upon and is 
honored by its followers. An integrity above 
suspicion, an eloquence alike vigorous and per¬ 
suasive, and an intuitive sagacity have earned 
for Mr. Pierce the reputation that always fol¬ 
lows them. 

“ The last case of paramount importance in 
which he was engaged as counsel was that of 
Morrison v. Philbrick, tried in the month of 
Feburary, 1852, at the Court of Common Pleas 
for the County of Belknap. There was on both 
sides an array of eminent professional talent, 
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Messrs. Pierce, Bell, and Bellows appearing 
for the defendant, and Messrs. Atherton and 
Whipple for the plaintiff. The case was one of 
almost unequalled interest to the public gen¬ 
erally, and to the inhabitants of the country 
lying around the lower part of Lake Winnipi- 
seogee. A company, commonly called the Lake 
Company, had become the owners of many of 
the outlets of the streams supplying the lake, 
and by means of their works at such places, and 
at Union Bridge, a few miles below, were 
enabled to keep back the waters of the lake, 
and to use them as occasion should require, to 
supply the mills at Lowell. The plaintiff al¬ 
leged that the dam at Union Bridge had caused 
the water to rise higher than was done by the 
dam that existed in the year 1828, and that he 
was essentially injured thereby. The case had 
been on trial nearly seven weeks. Evidence 
equivalent to the testimony of one hundred and 
eighty witnesses had been laid before the jury. 
Upon this immense mass of facts, involving a 
great number of issues, Mr. Pierce was to meet 
his most formidable opponent in the State, Mr. 
Atherton. In that gentleman are united many 
of the rarest qualifications of an advocate. Of 
inimitable self-possession ; with a coolness and 
clearness of intellect which no sudden emergen¬ 
cies can disturb; with that confidence in his 
resources which nothing but native strength, 
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aided by the most thorough training, can be¬ 
stow ; with a felicity and fertility of illustration, 
the result alike of an exquisite natural taste and 
a cultivation of those studies which refine while 
they strengthen the mind for forensic contests, 
— Mr. Atherton’s argument was listened to 
with an earnestness and interest which showed 
the conviction of his audience that no ordinary 
man was addressing them 

“No one who witnessed that memorable 
trial will soon forget the argument of Mr. Pierce 
on that occasion. He was the counsel for the 
defendant, and was therefore to precede Mr. 
Atherton. He was to analyze and unfold to 
the jury this vast body of evidence under the 
watchful eyes of an opponent at once enterpris¬ 
ing and cautious, and before whom it was neces¬ 
sary to be both bold and skilful. He was to 
place himself in the position of the jury, to see 
the evidence as they would be likely to regard 
it, to understand the character of their minds, 
and what views would be the most likely to 
impress them. He was not only to be familiar 
with his own case, but to anticipate that of his 
opponent, and answer as he best might the ar¬ 
gument of the counsel. And most admirably 
did he discharge the duties he had assumed on 
behalf of his client. Eminently graceful and 
attractive in his manner at all times, his de¬ 
meanor was then precisely what it should have 
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been, showing a manly confidence in himself and 
his case, and a courteous deference to the tribu¬ 
nal he was addressing. His erect and manly fig¬ 
ure, his easy and unembarrassed air, bespoke the 
favorable attention of his audience. His ear¬ 
nest devotion to his cause, his deep emotion, 
evidently suppressed, but for that very reason 
all the more interesting, diffused themselves 
like electricity through his hearers. And when, 
as often happened, in the course of his argu¬ 
ment, his clear and musical accents fell upon 
the ear in eloquent and pointed sentences, grati¬ 
fying the taste while they satisfied the reason, 
no man could avoid turning to his neighbor, 
and expressing by his looks that pleasure which 
the very depth of his interest forbade him to ex¬ 
press in words. And when the long trial was 
over, every one remembered with satisfaction 
that these two distinguished gentlemen had met 
each other during a most exciting and exhaust¬ 
ing trial of seven weeks, and that no unkind 
words, or captious passages, had occurred be¬ 
tween them to diminish their mutual respect, 
or that in which they were held by their fellow 
citizens. 

“In the above remarks, we have indicated a 
few of Mr. Pierce’s characteristics as an advo¬ 
cate ; but he possesses other endowments, to 
which we have not alluded. In the first place, 
as he is a perfectly fearless man, so he is a per- 

132 



HIS SUCCESS AT THE BAR 

fectly fearless advocate ; and true courage is as 
necessary to the civilian as to the soldier, and 
smiles and frowns Mr. Pierce disregards alike 
in the undaunted discharge of his duty. He 
never fears to uphold his client, however un¬ 
popular his cause may seem to be for the mo¬ 
ment. It is this courage which kindles his 
eloquence, inspires his conduct, and gives direc¬ 
tion and firmness to his skill. This it is which 
impels him onward, at all risks, to lay bare 
every * mystery of iniquity ’ which he believes 
is threatening his case. He does not ask him¬ 
self whether his opponent be not a man of 
wealth and influence, of whom it might be for 
his interest to speak with care and circumspec¬ 
tion ; but he devotes himself with a ready zeal 
to his cause, careless of aught but how he may 
best discharge his duty. His argumentative 
powers are of the highest order. He never 
takes before the court a position which he be¬ 
lieves untenable. He has a quick and sure 
perception of his points, and the power of en¬ 
forcing them by apt and pertinent illustrations. 
He sees the relative importance and weight 
of different views, and can assign to each its 
proper place, and brings forward the main body 
of his reasoning in prominent relief, without dis¬ 
tracting the attention by unimportant particu¬ 
lars. And above all, he has the good sense, 
so rarely shown by many, to stop when he has 
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said all that is necessary for the elucidation of 
his subject. With a proper confidence in his 
own perceptions, he states his views so perti¬ 
nently and in such precise and logical terms, 
that they cannot but be felt and appreciated. 
He never mystifies; he never attempts to per¬ 
vert words from their proper and legitimate 
meaning, to answer a temporary purpose. 

“ His demeanor at the bar may be pronounced 
faultless. His courtesy in the court house, 
like his courtesy elsewhere, is that which springs 
from self-respect and from a kindly heart, dis¬ 
posing its owner to say and do kindly things. 
But he would be a courageous man who, pre¬ 
suming upon the affability of Mr. Pierce’s man¬ 
ner, would venture a second time to attack him; 
for he would long remember the rebuke that 
followed his first attack. There is a ready re¬ 
partee and a quick and cutting sarcasm in his 
manner when he chooses to display it, which it 
requires a man of considerable nerve to with¬ 
stand. He is peculiarly happy in the examina¬ 
tion of witnesses — that art in which so few 
excel. He never browbeats, he never attempts 
to terrify. He is never rude or discourteous. 
But the equivocating witness soon discovers that 
his falsehood is hunted out of its recesses with 
an unsparing determination. If he is dogged 
and surly, he is met by a spirit as resolute as 
his own. If he is smooth and plausible, the 
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veil is lifted from him by a firm but graceful 
hand. If he is pompous and vain, no ridicule 
was ever more perfect than that to which he 
listens with astonished and mortified ears. 

“ The eloquence of Mr. Pierce is of a charac¬ 
ter not to be easily forgotten. He understands 
men, their passions and their feelings. He 
knows the way to their hearts, and can make 
them vibrate to his touch. His language al¬ 
ways attracts the hearer. A graceful and manly 
carriage, bespeaking him at once the gentleman 
and the true man ; a manner warmed by the 
ardent glow of an earnest belief; an enunciation 
ringing, distinct, and impressive beyond that of 
most men ; a command of brilliant and expres¬ 
sive language; and an accurate taste, together 
with a sagacious and instinctive insight into the 
points of his case, are the secrets of his success. 
It is thus that audiences are moved and truth as¬ 
certained ; and he will ever be the most success¬ 
ful advocate who can approach the nearest to 
this lofty and difficult position. 

“ Mr. Pierce’s views as a constitutional lawyer 
are such as have been advocated by the ablest 
minds of America. They are those which, tak¬ 
ing their rise in the heroic age of the country, 
were transmitted to him by a noble father, 
worthy of the times in which he lived, worthy 
of that Revolution which he assisted in bring¬ 
ing about. He believes that the Constitution 
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was made, not to be subverted, but to be sacredly 
preserved; that a republic is perfectly consistent 
with the conservation of law, of rational sub¬ 
mission to right authority, and of true self-gov¬ 
ernment. Equally removed from that malig¬ 
nant hostility to order which characterizes the 
demagogues who are eager to rise upon the ruins 
even of freedom, and from that barren and 
bigoted narrowness which would oppose all 
rational freedom of opinion, he is, in its loftiest 
and most ennobling sense, a friend of that 
Union, without which the honored name of 
American citizen would become a byword 
among the nations. And if, as we fervently 
pray and confidently expect he will, Mr. Pierce 
shall display before the great tribunals of the 
nation the courage, the consistency, the sagacity, 
and the sense of honor, which have already 
secured for him so many thousands of devoted 
friends, and which have signalized both his pri¬ 
vate and professional life, his administration will 
long be held in grateful remembrance as one of 
which the sense of right and the sagacity to per¬ 
ceive it, a clear insight into the true destinies of 
the country and a determination to uphold them 
at whatever sacrifice, were the predominant 
characteristics.” 

It may appear singular that Franklin Pierce 
has not taken up his residence in some metrop¬ 
olis, where his great forensic abilities would so 
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readily find a more conspicuous theatre, and a 
far richer remuneration than heretofore. He 
himself, it is understood, has sometimes contem¬ 
plated a removal, and, two or three years since, 
had almost determined on settling in Baltimore. 
But his native State, where he is known so well, 
and regarded with so much familiar affection, 
which he has served so faithfully, and which 
rewards him so generously with its confidence, 
New Hampshire, with i:s granite hills, must 
always be his home. H< will dwell there, ex¬ 
cept when public duty fo>- a season shall sum¬ 
mon him away ; he will die there, and give 
his dust to its soil. 

It was at his option, in 1846, to accept the 
highest legal position in the country, setting 
aside the bench, and the one which undoubtedly 
would most have gratified his professional aspi¬ 
rations. President Polk, with whom he had 
been associated on the most friendly terms in 
Congress, now offered him the post of attorney- 
general of the United States. “In tendering 
to you this position in my cabinet,” writes the 
President, “ I have been governed by the high 
estimate which I place upon your character and 
eminent qualifications to fill it.” The letter, in 
which this proposal is declined, shows so much 
of the writer’s real self that we quote a portion 
of it: — 

“ Although the early years of my manhood 
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were devoted to public life, it was never really 
suited to my taste. I longed, as I am sure you 
must often have done, for the quiet and inde¬ 
pendence that belong only to the private citizen ; 
and now, at forty, I feel that desire stronger 
than ever. 

“ Coming so unexpectedly as this offer does, 
it would be difficult, if not impossible, to arrange 
the business of an extensive practice, between 
this and the first of November, in a manner at 
all satisfactory to myself, or to those who have 
committed their interests to my care, and who 
rely on my services. Besides, you know that 
Mrs. Pierce’s health, while at Washington, was 
very delicate. It is, I fear, even more so now; 
and the responsibilities which the proposed 
change would necessarily impose upon her 
ought, probably, in themselves, to constitute 
an insurmountable objection to leaving our 
quiet home for a public station at Washington. 

“When I resigned my seat in the Senate in 
1842,1 did it with the fixed purpose never again 
to be voluntarily separated from my family for 
any considerable length of time, except at the 
call of my country in time of war; and yet this 
consequence, for the reason before stated, and 
on account of climate, would be very likely to 
result from my acceptance. 

“ These are some of the considerations which 
have influenced my decision. You will, I am 
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sure, appreciate my motives. You will not be¬ 
lieve that I have weighed my personal conven¬ 
ience and ease against the public interest, espe¬ 
cially as the office is one which, if not sought, 
would be readily accepted by gentlemen who 
could bring to your aid attainments and quali¬ 
fications vastly superior to mine.” 

Previous to the offer of the attorney-general- 
ship, the appointment of United States Senator 
had been tendered to Pierce by Governor Steele, 
and declined. It is unquestionable that, at this 
period, he hoped and expected to spend a life 
of professional toil in a private station, undis¬ 
tinguished except by the exercise of his great 
talents in peaceful pursuits. But such was not 
his destiny. The contingency to which he re¬ 
ferred in the above letter, as the sole exception 
to his purpose of never being separated from his 
family, was now about to occur. Nor did he 
fail to comport himself as not only that intima¬ 
tion, but the whole tenor of his character, gave 
reason to anticipate. 

During the years embraced in this chapter,— 
between 1842 and 1847, — he had constantly 
taken an efficient interest in the politics of the 
State, but had uniformly declined the honors 
which New Hampshire was at all times ready 
to confer upon him. A Democratic convention 
nominated him for governor, but could not ob¬ 
tain his acquiescence. One of the occasions on 
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which he most strenuously exerted himself was 
in holding the Democratic party loyal to its prin¬ 
ciples, in opposition to the course of John P. 
Hale. This gentleman, then a representative 
in Congress, had broken with his party on no 
less important a point than the annexation of 
Texas. He has never since acted with the 
Democracy, and has long been a leader of the 
Free-Soil party. 

In 1844 died Frank Robert, son of Franklin 
Pierce, aged four years, a little boy of rare beauty 
and promise, and whose death was the greatest 
affliction that his father has experienced. His 
only surviving child is a son, now eleven years 
old. 
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THE MEXKAN WAR 

W HEN Frankl n Pierce declined the 
honorable offer of the attorney-gen¬ 
eralship of the United States, he in¬ 
timated that there might be one contingency in 
which he would feel it his duty to give up the 
cherished purpose of spending the remainder of 
his life in a private station. That exceptional 
case was brought about, in 1847, by the Mexi¬ 
can war. He showed his readiness to redeem 
the pledge by enrolling himself as the earliest 
volunteer of a company raised in Concord, and 
went through the regular drill, with his fellow 
soldiers, as a private in the ranks. On the pas¬ 
sage of the bill for the increase of the army, he 
received the appointment of colonel of the Ninth 
Regiment, which was the quota of New Eng¬ 
land towards the ten that were to be raised. And 
shortly afterwards, — in March, 1847, — he was 
commissioned as brigadier-general in the army; 
his brigade consisting of regiments from the 
extreme north, the extreme west, and the ex¬ 
treme south of the Union. 

There is nothing in any other country simi- 
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lar to what we see in our own, when the blast 
of the trumpet at once converts men of peace¬ 
ful pursuits into warriors. Every war in which 
America has been engaged has done this; the 
valor that wins our battles is not the trained 
hardihood of veterans, but a native and sponta¬ 
neous fire; and there is surely a chivalrous 
beauty in the devotion of the citizen soldier to 
his country’s cause, which the man who makes 
arms his profession, and is but doing his regular 
business on the field of battle, cannot pretend 
to rival. Taking the Mexican war as a speci¬ 
men, this peculiar composition of an American 
army, as well in respect to its officers as its pri¬ 
vate solders, seems to create a spirit of romantic 
adventure which more than supplies the place 
of disciplined courage. 

The author saw General Pierce in Boston, on 
the eve of his departure for Vera Cruz. He 
had been intensely occupied, since his appoint¬ 
ment, in effecting the arrangements necessary on 
leaving his affairs, as well as by the preparations, 
military and personal, demanded by the expe¬ 
dition. The transports were waiting at New¬ 
port to receive the troops. He was now in the 
midst of bustle, with some of the officers of his 
command about him, mingled with the friends 
whom he was to leave behind. The severest 
point of the crisis was over, for he had already 
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bidden his family farewell. His spirits appeared 
to have risen with the occasion. He was evi¬ 
dently in his element; nor, to say the truth, 
dangerous as was the path before him, could it 
be regretted that his life was now to have the 
opportunity of that species of success which — 
in his youth, at least — he had considered the 
best worth struggling for He looked so fit to 
be a soldier, that it was i mpossible to doubt — 
not merely his good conduct, which was as cer¬ 
tain before the event as afterwards, but — his 
good fortune in the field, and his fortunate re¬ 
turn. 

He sailed from Newport on the 27th of May, 
in the bark Kepler, having on board three com¬ 
panies of the Ninth Regiment of Infantry, to¬ 
gether with Colonel Ransom, its commander, 
and the officers belonging to the detachment. 
The passage was long and tedious, with pro¬ 
tracted calms, and so smooth a sea that a sail¬ 
boat might have performed the voyage in safety. 
The Kepler arrived at Vera Cruz in precisely a 
month after her departure from the United 
States, without speaking a single vessel from the 
south during her passage, and, of course, receiv¬ 
ing no intelligence as to the position and state 
of the army which these reinforcements were to 
join. 

From a journal kept by General Pierce, and 
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intended only for the perusal of his family and 
friends, we present some extracts. They are 
mere hasty jottings-down in camp, and at the 
intervals of weary marches, but will doubtless 
bring the reader closer to the man than any 
narrative which we could substitute. 1 

General Pierce’s journal here terminates. In 
its clear and simple narrative, the reader cannot 
fail to see — although it was written with no 
purpose of displaying them — the native quali¬ 
ties of a born soldier, together with the sagacity 
of an experienced one. He had proved him¬ 
self, moreover, physically apt for war, by his 
easy endurance of the fatigues of the march ; 
every step of which (as was the case with few 
other officers) was performed either on horse¬ 
back or on foot. Nature, indeed, has endowed 
him with a rare elasticity both of mind and 
body ; he springs up from pressure like a well- 
tempered sword. After the severest toil, a sin¬ 
gle night’s rest does as much for him, in the 
way of refreshment, as a week could do for 
most other men. 

His conduct on this adventurous march re¬ 
ceived the high encomiums of military men, 
and was honored with the commendation of the 
great soldier who is now his rival in the presi- 

1 In this reprint it has been thought expedient to omit the passages from 
General Pierce's journal. 
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dential contest. He reached the main army 
at Puebla on the 7th of August, with twenty- 
four hundred men, in fine order, and without 
the loss of a single wagon. 
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HIS SERVICES IN THE VALLEY OF MEXICO 

G ENERAL SCOTT, who was at Pue¬ 
bla with the main army, awaiting this 
reinforcement, began his march towards 
the city of Mexico on the day after General 
Pierce’s arrival. The battle of Contreras was 
fought on the 19th of August. 

The enemy’s force consisted of about seven 
thousand men, posted in a strongly intrenched 
camp, under General Valencia, one of the 
bravest and ablest of the Mexican commanders. 
The object of the commanding general appears 
to have been to cut off the communications of 
these detached troops with Santa Anna’s main 
army, and thus to have them entirely at his 
mercy. For this purpose a portion of the 
American forces were ordered to move against 
Valencia’s left flank, and, by occupying strong 
positions in the villages and on the roads towards 
the city, to prevent reinforcements from reach¬ 
ing him. In the mean time, to draw the enemy’s 
attention from this movement, a vigorous on¬ 
set was made upon his frbnt; and as the opera¬ 
tions upon his flank were not immediately and 
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fully carried out according to the plan, this 
front demonstration assumed the character of 
a fierce and desperate attack, upon which the 
fortunes of the day much depended. General 
Pierce’s brigade formed a part of the force en¬ 
gaged in this latter movement, in which four 
thousand newly recruited men, unable to bring 
their artillery to bear, contended against seven 
thousand disciplined soldiers, protected by in- 
trenchments, and showering round shot and 
shells against the assailing troops. 

The ground in front was of the rudest and 
roughest character. The troops made their way 
with difficulty over a broken tract called the 
Pedregal, bristling with sharp points of rocks, 
and which is represented as having been the 
crater of a now exhausted and extinct volcano. 
The enemy had thrown out skirmishers, who 
were posted in great force among the crevices 
and inequalities of this broken ground, and vig¬ 
orously resisted the American advance; while 
the artillery of the intrenched camp played upon 
our troops, and shattered the very rocks over 
which they were to pass. 

General Pierce’s immediate command had 
never before been under such a fire of artillery. 
The enemy’s range was a little too high, or the 
havoc in our ranks must have been dreadful. 
In the midst of this fire. General Pierce, being 
the only officer mounted in the brigade, leaped 
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his horse upon an abrupt eminence, and ad¬ 
dressed the colonels and captains of the regi¬ 
ments, as they passed, in a few stirring words 
— reminding them of the honor of their coun¬ 
try. of the victory their steady valor would con¬ 
tribute to achieve. Pressing forward to the 
head of the column, he had nearly reached the 
practicable ground that lay beyond, when his 
horse slipped among the rocks, thrust his foot 
into a crevice, and fell, breaking his own leg, 
and crushing his rider heavily beneath him. 

Pierce’s mounted orderly soon came to his 
assistance. The general was stunned, and al¬ 
most insensible. When partially recovered, he 
found himself suffering from severe bruises, and 
especially from a sprain of the left knee, which 
was undermost when the horse came down. 
The orderly assisted him to reach the shelter 
of a projecting rock; and as they made their 
way thither, a shell fell close beside them and 
exploded, covering them with earth. “ That 
was a lucky miss,” said Pierce calmly. Leaving 
him in such shelter as the rock afforded, the 
orderly went in search of aid, and was fortunate 
to meet with Dr. Ritchie, of Virginia, who was 
attached to Pierce’s brigade, and was following 
in close proximity to the advancing column. 
The doctor administered to him as well as the 
circumstances would admit. Immediately on 
recovering his full consciousness, General 
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Pierce had become anxious to rejoin his troops; 
and now, in opposition to Dr. Ritchie’s advice 
and remonstrances, he determined to proceed 
to the front. 

With pain and difficulty, and leaning on his 
orderly’s arm, he reached the battery com¬ 
manded by Captain McGruder, where he found 
the horse of Lieutenant Johnson, who had just 
before received a morta> wound. In compli¬ 
ance with his wishes, ht was assisted into the 
saddle; and, in answer to a remark that he 
would be unable to keep his seat, “ Then,” 
said the general, “ you must tie me on.” 
Whether his precaution was actually taken is a 
point on which authorities differ; but at all 
events, with injuries so severe as would have 
sent almost any other man to the hospital, he 
rode forward into the battle. 

The contest was kept up until nightfall, with¬ 
out forcing Valencia’s intrenchment. General 
Pierce remained in the saddle until eleven 
o’clock at night. Finding himself, at nine 
o’clock, the senior officer in the field, he, in 
that capacity, withdrew the troops from their 
advanced position, and concentrated them at 
the point where they were to pass the night. 
At eleven, beneath a torrent of rain, destitute 
of a tent or other protection, and without food 
or refreshment, he lay down on an ammunition 
wagon, but was prevented by the pain of his 
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injuries, especially that of his wounded knee, 
from finding any repose. At one o’clock came 
orders from General Scott to put the brigade 
into a new position, in front of the enemy’s 
works, preparatory to taking part in the con¬ 
templated operations of the next morning. 
During the night, the troops appointed for 
that service, under Riley, Shields, Smith, and 
Cadwallader, had occupied the villages and 
roads between Valencia’s position and the city; 
so that, with daylight, the commanding gen¬ 
eral’s scheme of the battle was ready to be car¬ 
ried out, as it had originally existed in his 
mind. 

At daylight, accordingly,Valencia’s intrenched 
camp was assaulted. General Pierce was soon 
in the saddle at the head of his brigade, which 
retained its position in front, thus serving to 
attract the enemy’s attention, and divert him 
from the true point of attack. The camp was 
stormed in the rear by the American troops, 
led on by Riley, Cadwallader, and Dimmick; 
and in the short space of seventeen minutes it 
had fallen into the hands of the assailants, to¬ 
gether with a multitude of prisoners. The rem¬ 
nant of the routed enemy fled towards Churu- 
busco. As Pierce led his brigade in pursuit, 
crossing the battlefield, and passing through 
the works that had just been stormed, he found 
the road and adjacent fields everywhere strewn 
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with the dead and dying. The pursuit was con¬ 
tinued until one o’clock, when the foremost of 
the Americans arrived in front of the strong 
Mexican positions at Churubusco and San An¬ 
tonio, where Santa Anna’s army had been com¬ 
pelled to make a stand, and where the great 
conflict of the day commenced. 

General Santa Anna entertained the design of 
withdrawing his forces towards the city. Inord»r 
to intercept this movement, Pierce’s brigade, 
with other troops, was ordered to pursue a route 
by which the enemy could be attacked in the 
rear. Colonel Noah E. Smith (a patriotic Ameri¬ 
can, long resident in Mexico, whose local and 
topographical knowledge proved eminently ser¬ 
viceable) had offered to point out the road, and 
was sent to summon General Pierce to the 
presence of the commander-in-chief. When he 
met Pierce, near Coyacan, at the head of his 
brigade, the heavy fire of the batteries had 
commenced. “He was exceedingly thin,” writes 
Colonel Smith, “worn down by the fatigue and 
pain of the day and night before, and then evi¬ 
dently suffering severely. Still there was a glow 
in his eye, as the cannon boomed, that showed 
within him a spirit ready for the conflict.” He 
rode up to General Scott, who was at this time 
sitting on horseback beneath a tree, near the 
church of Coyacan, issuing orders to different 
individuals of his staff. Our account of this 
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interview is chiefly taken from the narrative of 
Colonel Smith, corroborated by other testimony. 

The commander-in-chief had already heard 
of the accident that befell Pierce the day before; 
and as the latter approached, General Scott 
could not but notice the marks of pain and 
physical exhaustion against which only the stur¬ 
diest constancy of will could have enabled him 
to bear up. “ Pierce, my dear fellow,” said he, 
— and that epithet of familiar kindness and 
friendship, upon the battlefield, was the highest 
of military commendation from such a man,— 
“you are badly injured; you are not fit to be 
in your saddle.” “Yes, general, I am,” replied 
Pierce, “in a case like this.” “You cannot 
touch your foot to the stirrup,” said Scott. 
“One of them I can,” answered Pierce. The 
general looked again at Pierce’s almost disabled 
figure, and seemed on the point of taking his 
irrevocable resolution. “You are rash, General 
Pierce,” said he; “ we shall lose you, and we 
cannot spare you. It is my duty to order you 
back to St. Augustine.” “ For God’s sake, gen¬ 
eral,” exclaimed Pierce, “ don’t say that! This 
is the last great battle, and I must lead my 
brigade!” The commander-in-chief made no 
further remonstrance, but gave the order for 
Pierce to advance with his brigade. 

The way lay through thick standing corn, and 
over marshy ground intersected with ditches, 
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which were filled, or partially so, with water. 
Over some of the narrower of these Pierce 
leaped his horse. When the brigade had ad¬ 
vanced about a mile, however, it found itself 
impeded by a ditch ten or twelve feet wide, and 
six or eight feet deep. It being impossible to 
leap it, General Pierce was lifted from his sad¬ 
dle, and in some incomprehensible way, hurt as 
he was, contrived to wade or scramble across 
this obstacle, leaving his horse on the hither 
side. The troops were now under fire. In the 
excitement of the battle he forgot his injury, 
and hurried forward, leading the brigade, a dis¬ 
tance of two or three hundred yards. But the 
exhaustion of his frame, and particularly the 
anguish of his knee, — made more intolerable 
by such free use of it, — was greater than any 
strength of nerve, or any degree of mental en¬ 
ergy could struggle against. He fell, faint and 
almost insensible, within full range of the en¬ 
emy’s fire. It was proposed to bear him off the 
field; but, as some of his soldiers approached 
to lift him, he became aware of their purpose, 
and was partially revived by his determination 
to resist it. “ No,” said he, with all the strength 
he had left, “don’t carry me off! Let me lie 
here 1 ” And there he lay, under the tremen¬ 
dous fire of Churubusco, until the enemy, in 
total rout, was driven from the field. 

Immediately after the victory, when the city 
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of Mexico lay at the mercy of the American 
commander, and might have been entered that 
very night, Santa Anna sent a flag of truce, 
proposing an armistice, with a view to negotia¬ 
tions for peace. It cannot be considered in any 
other light than as a very high and signal com¬ 
pliment to his gallantry in the field that General 
Pierce was appointed, by the commander-in¬ 
chief, one of the commissioners, on our part, 
together with General Quitman and General 
Persifer F; Smith, to arrange the terms of this 
armistice. Pierce was unable to walk, or to 
mount his horse without assistance, when intel¬ 
ligence of his appointment reached him. He 
had not taken off his spurs, nor slept an hour, 
for two nights; but he immediately obeyed the 
summons, was assisted into the saddle, and 
rode to Tacubaya, where, at the house of the 
British consul-general, the American and Mexi¬ 
can commissioners were assembled. The con¬ 
ference began late in the afternoon, and contin¬ 
ued till four o’clock the next morning, when 
the articles were signed. Pierce then proceeded 
to the quarters of General Worth, in the village 
of Tacubaya, where he obtained an hour or two 
of repose. 

The expectation of General Scott, that fur¬ 
ther bloodshed might be avoided by means of 
the armistice, proved deceptive. Military op¬ 
erations, after a temporary interruption, were 
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actively renewed ; and on the 8th of Septem¬ 
ber was fought the bloody battle of Molino del 
Rey, one of the fiercest and most destructive 
of the war. 

In this conflict General Worth, with three 
thousand troops, attacked and routed fourteen 
thousand Mexicans, driving them under the 
protection of the Castle of Chepultepec. Per¬ 
ceiving the obstinacy wth which the field was 
contested, the commander-in-chief despatched 
an order to General Pierce to advance to the 
support of General Worth’s division. He 
moved forward with rapidity ; and although 
the battle was won just as he reached the field, 
he interposed his brigade between Worth and 
the retreating enemy, and thus drew upon 
himself the fire of Chepultepec. A shell came 
streaming from the castle, and, bursting within 
a few feet of him, startled his horse, which 
was near plunging over an adjacent precipice. 
Continuing a long time under fire, Pierce’s 
brigade was engaged in removing the wounded 
and the captured ammunition. While thus oc¬ 
cupied, he led a portion of his command to 
repel the attacks of the enemy’s skirmishers. 

There remained but one other battle, — that 
of Chepultepec, — which was fought on the 13 th 
of September. On the preceding day (although 
the injuries and the over-exertion resulting from 
previous marches and battles had greatly en- 
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feebled him), General Pierce had acted with his 
brigade. In obedience to orders, it had occu¬ 
pied the field of Molino del Rey. Contrary to 
expectation, it was found that the enemy’s force 
had been withdrawn from this position. Pierce 
remained in the field until noon, when, it being 
certain that the anticipated attack would not take 
place before the following day, he returned to the 
quarters of General Worth, which were near at 
hand. There he became extremely ill, and was 
unable to leave his bed for the thirty-six hours 
next ensuing. In the mean time, the Castle of 
Chepultepec was stormed by the troops under 
Generals Pillow and Quitman. Pierce’s brigade 
behaved itself gallantly, and suffered severely; 
and that accomplished officer, Colonel Ransom, 
leading the Ninth Regiment to the attack, was 
shot through the head, and fell, with many 
other brave men, in that last battle of the war. 

The American troops, under Quitman and 
Worth, had established themselves within the 
limits of the city, having possession of the gates 
of Belen and of San Cosma, but, up till night¬ 
fall, had met with a vigorous resistance from 
the Mexicans, led on by Santa Anna in person. 
They had still, apparently, a desperate task 
before them. It was anticipated that, with the 
next morning’s light, our troops would be or¬ 
dered to storm the citadel, and the city of Mex¬ 
ico itself. When this was told to Pierce, upon 
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his sick-bed, he rose, and attempted to dress him¬ 
self; but Captain Hardcastle, who had brought 
the intelligence from Worth, prevailed upon 
him to remain in bed, and not to exhaust his 
scanty strength until the imminence of the occa¬ 
sion should require his presence. Pierce acqui¬ 
esced for the time, but again arose, in the course 
of the night, and made his way to the trenches, 
where he reported himself to General Quitman, 
with whose division was a part of his brigade. 
Quitman’s share in tht anticipated assault, it 
was supposed, owing to the position which his 
troops occupied, would be more perilous than 
that of Worth. 

But the last great battle had been fought. In 
the morning, it was discovered that the citadel 
had been abandoned, and that Santa Anna had 
withdrawn his army from the city. 

There never was a more gallant body of offi¬ 
cers than those who came from civil life into 
the army on occasion of the Mexican war. All 
of them, from the rank of general downward, 
appear to have been animated by the spirit of 
young knights, in times of chivalry, when fight¬ 
ing for their spurs. Hitherto known only as 
peaceful citizens, they felt it incumbent on them, 
by daring and desperate valor, to prove their 
fitness to be intrusted with the guardianship of 
their country’s honor. The old and trained 
soldier, already distinguished on former fields, 
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was free to be discreet as well as brave; but 
these untried warriors were in a different posi¬ 
tion, and therefore rushed on perils with a reck¬ 
lessness that found its penalty on every battle¬ 
field— not one of which was won without a 
grievous sacrifice of the best blood of America. 
In this band of gallant men, it is not too much 
to say. General Pierce was as distinguished for 
what we must term his temerity in personal ex¬ 
posure, as for the higher traits of leadership, 
wherever there was an opportunity for their 
display. 

He had manifested, moreover, other and bet¬ 
ter qualities than these, and such as it affords 
his biographer far greater pleasure to record. 
His tenderness of heart, his sympathy, his bro¬ 
therly or paternal care for his men, had been dis¬ 
played in a hundred instances, and had gained 
him the enthusiastic affection of all who served 
under his command. During the passage from 
America, under the tropics, he would go down 
into the stifling air of the hold, with a lemon, a 
cup of tea, and, better and more efficacious than 
all, a kind word for the sick. While encamped 
before Vera Cruz, he gave up his own tent to 
a sick comrade, and went himself to lodge in 
the pestilential city. On the march, and even 
on the battlefield, he found occasion to exercise 
those feelings of humanity which show most 
beautifully there. And, in the hospitals of Mex- 
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ico, he went among the diseased and wounded 
soldiers, cheering them with his voice and the 
magic of his kindness, inquiring into their wants, 
and relieving them to the utmost of his pecuni¬ 
ary means. There was not a man of his brigade 
but loved him, and would have followed him to 
death, or have sacrificed nis own life in his gen¬ 
eral’s defence. 

The officers of the old army, whose profession 
was war, and who well kiew what a soldier was 
and ought to be, fully recognized his merit. 
An instance of their honorable testimony in his 
behalf may fitly be recorded here. It was after 
General Pierce had returned to the United 
States. At a dinner in the halls of Montezuma, 
at which forty or fifty of the brave men above 
alluded to were present, a young officer of the 
New England Regiment was called on for a 
toast. He made an address, in which he spoke 
with irrepressible enthusiasm of General Pierce, 
and begged to propose his health. One of the 
officers of the old line rose, and observed that 
none of the recently appointed generals com¬ 
manded more unanimous and universal respect; 
that General Pierce had appreciated the scien¬ 
tific knowledge of the regular military men, and 
had acquired their respect by the independence, 
firmness, and promptitude with which he exer¬ 
cised his own judgment, and acted on the intel¬ 
ligence derived from them. In concluding this 
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tribute of high, but well-considered praise the 
speaker very cordially acquiesced in the health 
of General Pierce, and proposed that it should 
be drunk standing, with three times three. 

General Pierce remained in Mexico until De¬ 
cember, when, as the warfare was over, and peace 
on the point of being concluded, he set out on 
his return. In nine months, crowded full of 
incident, he had seen far more of actual service 
than many professional soldiers during their 
whole lives. As soon as the treaty of peace 
was signed, he gave up his commission, and re¬ 
turned to the practice of the law, again propos¬ 
ing to spend the remainder of his days in the 
bosom of his family. All the dreams of his 
youth were now fulfilled; the military ardor, 
that had struck an hereditary root in his breast, 
had enjoyed its scope, and was satisfied ; and he 
flattered himself that no circumstances could 
hereafter occur to draw him from the retirement 
of domestic peace. New Hampshire received 
him with even more enthusiastic affection than 
ever. At his departure, he had received a splen¬ 
did sword at the hands of many of his friends, 
in token of their confidence; he had shown 
himself well worthy to wear and able to use a 
soldier’s weapon; and his native State now gave 
him another, the testimonial of approved valor 
and warlike conduct. 
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THE COMPROMISE AND OTHER MATTERS 

T HE intervening years, since General 
Pierce’s return fiom Mexico, and until 
the present time, have been spent in 
the laborious exercise of the legal profession,— 
an employment scarcely varied or interrupted, 
except by those episodes of political activity 
which a man of public influence finds it impos¬ 
sible to avoid, and in which, if his opinions are 
matter of conscience with him, he feels it his 
duty to interest himself. 

In the presidential canvass of 1848 he used 
his best efforts (and with success, so far as New 
Hampshire was concerned) in behalf of the can¬ 
didate of his party. A truer and better speech 
has never been uttered on a similar occasion 
than one which he made (during a hurried half 
hour, snatched from the court room) in October 
of die above year, before the Democratic State 
Convention, then in session at Concord. It is 
an invariable characteristic of General Pierce’s 
popular addresses, that they evince a genuine 
respect for the people ; he makes his appeal 
to their intelligence, their patriotism, and their 
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integrity, and, never doubtful of their upright 
purpose, proves his faith in the great mind and 
heart of the country both by what he says and 
by what he refrains from saying. He never 
yet was guilty of an effort to cajole his fellow 
citizens, to operate upon their credulity, or to 
trick them even into what was right; and there¬ 
fore all the victories which he has ever won in 
popular assemblies have been triumphs doubly 
honored, being as creditable to his audiences as 
to himself. 

When the series of measures known under 
the collective term of The Compromise were 
passed by Congress in 1850, and put to so 
searching a test here at the North the reverence 
of the people for the Constitution and their 
attachment to the Union, General Pierce was 
true to the principles which he had long ago 
avowed. At an early period of his congressional 
service he had made known, with the perfect 
frankness of his character, those opinions upon 
the slavery question which he has never since 
seen occasion to change in the slightest degree. 
There is an unbroken consistency in his action 
with regard to this matter. It is entirely of a 
piece, from his first entrance upon public life 
until the moment when he came forward, while 
many were faltering, to throw the great weight 
of his character and influence into the scale in 
favor of those measures through which it was 
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intended to redeem the pledges of the Constitu¬ 
tion, and to preserve and renew the old love 
and harmony among the sisterhood of States. 
His approval embraced the whole series of these 
acts, as well those which bore hard upon North¬ 
ern views and sentiments as those in which the 
South deemed itself to have made more than 
reciprocal concessions. 

No friend nor enemy that knew Franklin 
Pierce would have expected him to act other¬ 
wise. With his view of the whole subject, 
whether looking at it through the medium of 
his conscience, his feelings, or his intellect, it 
was impossible for him not to take his stand as 
the unshaken advocate of Union, and of the 
mutual steps of compromise which that great 
object unquestionably demanded. The fiercest, 
the least scrupulous, and the most consistent of 
those who battle against slavery recognize the 
same fact that he does. They see that merely 
human wisdom and human efforts cannot sub¬ 
vert it, except by tearing to pieces the Consti¬ 
tution, breaking the pledges which it sanctions, 
and severing into distracted fragments that com¬ 
mon country which Providence brought into 
one nation, through a continued miracle of 
almost two hundred years, from the first settle¬ 
ment of the American wilderness until the Re¬ 
volution. In the days when, a young member 
of Congress, he first raised his voice against 
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agitation, Pierce saw these perils and their '■on- 
sequences. He considered, too, that the evil 
would be certain, while the good was, at best, 
a contingency, and (to the clear, practical fore¬ 
sight with which he looked into the future) 
scarcely so much as that, attended as the move¬ 
ment was and must be during its progress, with 
the aggravated injury of those whose condition 
it aimed to ameliorate, and terminating, in its 
possible triumph, — if such possibility there 
were,—with the ruin of two races which now 
dwelt together in greater peace and affection, it 
is not too much to say, than had ever elsewhere 
existed between the taskmaster and the serf. 

Of course, there is another view of all these 
matters. The theorist may take that view in 
his closet; the philanthropist by profession 
may strive to act upon it uncompromisingly, 
amid the tumult and warfare of his life. But 
the statesman of practical sagacity — who loves 
his country as it is, and evolves good from 
things as they exist, and who demands to feel 
his firm grasp upon a better reality before he 
quits the one already gained — will be likely 
here, with all the greatest statesmen of America, 
to stand in the attitude of a conservative. Such, 
at all events, will be the attitude of Franklin 
Pierce. We have sketched some of the influ¬ 
ences amid which he grew up, inheriting his 
father’s love of country, mindful of the old 
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patriot’s valor in so many conflicts of the Re¬ 
volution, and having close before his eyes the 
example of brothers and relatives, more than 
one of whom have bled for America, both at 
the extremest north and farthest south ; him¬ 
self, too, in early manhood, serving the Union 
in its legislative halls, and, at a maturer age, 
leading his fellow citizens, his brethren, from 
the widest-sundered States, to redden the same 
battlefields with their kirdred blood, to unite 
their breath into one shoi.t of victory, and per¬ 
haps to sleep, side by side, with the same sod 
over them. Such a man, with such hereditary 
recollections, and such a personal experience, 
must not narrow himself to adopt the cause of 
one section of his native country against an¬ 
other. He will stand up, as he has always 
stood, among the patriots of the whole land. 
And if the work of anti-slavery agitation, which 
it is undeniable leaves most men who earnestly 
engage in it with only half a country in their 
affections, — if this work must be done, let 
others do it. 

Those Northern men, therefore, who deem 
the great cause of human welfare as represented 
and involved in this present hostility against 
Southern institutions, and who conceive that the 
world stands still except so far as that goes for¬ 
ward, — these, it may be allowed, can scarcely 
give their sympathy or their confidence to the 
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subject of this memoir. But there is sti '1 an¬ 
other view, and probably as wise a one. It 
looks upon slavery as one of those evils which 
divine Providence does not leave to be remedied 
by human contrivances, but which, in its own 
good time, by some means impossible to be 
anticipated, but of the simplest and easiest 
operation, when all its uses shall have been ful¬ 
filled, it causes to vanish like a dream. There 
is no instance, in all history, of the human will 
and intellect having perfected any great moral 
reform by methods which it adapted to that 
end; but the progress of the world, at every 
step, leaves some evil or wrong on the path 
behind it, which the wisest of mankind, of their 
own set purpose, could never have found the 
way to rectify. Whatever contributes to the 
great cause of good, contributes to all its sub¬ 
divisions and varieties ; and, on this score, the 
lover of his race, the enthusiast, the philanthro¬ 
pist of whatever theory, might lend his aid to 
put a man, like the one before us, into the lead¬ 
ership of the world’s affairs. 

How firm and conscientious was General 
Pierce’s support of The Compromise may be 
estimated from his conduct in reference to the 
Reverend John Atwood. In the foregoing 
pages it has come oftener in our way to illus¬ 
trate the bland and prepossessing features of 
General Pierce’s character, than those sterner 
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ones which must necessarily form the bones, so 
to speak, the massive skeleton, of any man who 
retains an upright attitude amidst the sinister 
influences of public life. The transaction now 
alluded to affords a favorable opportunity for 
indicating some of these latter traits. 

In October, 1850, a Democratic convention, 
held at Concord, nominated Mr. Atwood as the 
party’s regular candidate for governor. The 
Compromise, then recent, was inevitably a pro¬ 
minent element in the discussions of the conven¬ 
tion ; and a series of resolutions were adopted, 
bearing reference to this great subject, fully and 
unreservedly indorsing the measures compre¬ 
hended under it, and declaring the principles on 
which the Democracy of the State was about to 
engage in the gubernatorial contest. Mr. At¬ 
wood accepted the nomination, acceding to the 
platform thus tendered him, taking exceptions 
to none of the individual resolutions, and, of 
course, pledging himself to the whole by the 
very act of assuming the candidacy, which was 
predicated upon them. 

The reverend candidate, we should conceive, 
is a well-meaning, and probably an amiable man. 
In ordinary circumstances, he would, doubtless, 
have gone through the canvass triumphantly, 
and have administered the high office to which 
he aspired with no discredit to the party that had 
placed him at its head. But the disturbed state 
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of the public mind on the Compromise question 
rendered the season a very critical one; and 
Mr. Atwood, unfortunately, had that fatal weak¬ 
ness of character, which, however respectably 
it may pass in quiet times, is always bound to 
make itself pitiably manifest under the pressure 
of a crisis. A letter was addressed to him by a 
committee, representing the party opposed to 
The Compromise, and with whom, it may be 
supposed, were included those who held the 
more thorough-going degrees of anti-slavery 
sentiment. The purpose of the letter was to 
draw out an expression of Mr. Atwood’s opinion 
on the abolition movement generally, and with 
an especial reference to the Fugitive Slave Law, 
and whether, as chief magistrate of the State, he 
would favor any attempt for its repeal. In an 
answer of considerable length the candidate ex¬ 
pressed sentiments that brought him unques¬ 
tionably within the Free-Soil pale, and favored 
his correspondents, moreover, with a pretty de¬ 
cided judgment as to the unconstitutional, un¬ 
just, and oppressive character of the Fugitive 
Slave Act. 

During a space of about two months, this 
very important document was kept from the 
public eye. Rumors of its existence, however, 
became gradually noised abroad, and necessarily 
attracted the attention of Mr. Atwood’s Demo¬ 
cratic friends. Inquiries being made, he ac- 
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knowledged the existence of the letter, but 
averred that it had never been delivered, that it 
was merely a rough draught, and that he had 
hitherto kept it within his own control, with a 
view to more careful consideration. In accord¬ 
ance with the advice of friends, he expressed a 
determination, and apparently in good faith, to 
suppress the letter, and thus to sever all con¬ 
nection with the anti-slavery party. This, how¬ 
ever, was now beyond his power. A copy of 
the letter had been taken ; it was published, with 
high commendations, in the anti-slavery news¬ 
papers ; and Mr. Atwood was exhibited in the 
awkward predicament of directly avowing senti¬ 
ments on the one hand which he had implicitly 
disavowed on the other, of accepting a nomina¬ 
tion based on principles diametrically opposite. 

The candidate appears to have apprehended 
this disclosure, and he hurried to Concord, and 
sought counsel of General Pierce, with whom 
he was on terms of personal kindness, and be¬ 
tween whom and himself, heretofore, there had 
never been a shade of political difference. An 
interview with the general and one or two other 
gentlemen ensued. Mr. Atwood was cautioned 
against saying or writing a word that might be 
repugnant to his feelings or his principles ; but, 
voluntarily, and at his own suggestion, he now 
wrote for publication a second letter, in which 
he retracted every objectionable feature of his 
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former one, and took decided ground in favor 
of The Compromise, including all its individual 
measures. Had he adhered to this latter posi¬ 
tion, he might have come out of the affair, if 
not with the credit of consistency, yet, at least, 
as a successful candidate in the impending elec¬ 
tion. But his evil fate, or, rather, the natural 
infirmity of his character, was not so to be thrown 
off. The very next day, unhappily, he fell into 
the hands of some of his anti-slavery friends, to 
whom he avowed a constant adherence to the 
principles of his first letter, describing the sec¬ 
ond as having been drawn from him by impor¬ 
tunity, in an excited state of his mind, and with¬ 
out a full realization of its purport. 

It would be needlessly cruel to Mr. Atwood to 
trace with minuteness the further details of this 
affair. It is impossible to withhold from him 
a certain sympathy, or to avoid feeling that a 
very worthy man, as the world goes, had entan¬ 
gled himself in an inextricable knot of duplicity 
and tergiversation, by an ill-advised effort to be 
two opposite things at once. For the sake of 
true manhood, we gladly turn to consider the 
course adopted by General Pierce. 

The election for governor was now at a dis¬ 
tance of only a few weeks; and it could not be 
otherwise than a most hazardous movement for 
the Democratic party, at so late a period, to dis- 
icard a candidate with whom the people had 
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become familiar. It involved nothing less than 
the imminent peril of that political supremacy 
which the party had so long enjoyed. With Mr. 
Atwood as candidate, success might still be 
considered certain. To a short-sighted and a 
weak man, it would have appeared the obvious 
policy to patch up the difficulty, and, at all 
events, to conquer, under whatever leadership, 
and with whatever allies. But it was one of 
those junctures which test the difference between 
the man of principle anc the mere politician—- 
the man of moral courage and him who yields 
to temporary expediency. General Pierce could 
not consent that his party should gain a nominal 
triumph, at the expense of what he looked upon 
as its real integrity and life. With this view of 
the matter, he had no hesitation in his course; 
nor could the motives which otherwise would 
have been strongest with him — pity for the sit¬ 
uation of an unfortunate individual, a personal 
friend, a Democrat, as Mr. Atwood describes 
himself, of nearly fifty years’ standing — incline 
him to mercy, where it would have been fatal 
to his sense of right. He took decided ground 
against Mr. Atwood. The convention met 
again, and nominated another candidate. Mr. 
Atwood went into the field as the candidate of 
the anti-slavery party, drew off a sufficient body 
of Democrats to defeat the election by the peo¬ 
ple, but was himself defeated in the legislature. 
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Thus, after exhibiting to the eyes of man¬ 
kind (or such portion of mankind as chanced 
to be looking in that direction) the absurd spec¬ 
tacle of a gentleman of extremely moderate 
stride attempting a feat that would have baffled 
a Colossus, — to support himself, namely, on 
both margins of the impassable chasm that has 
always divided the anti-slavery faction from the 
New Hampshire Democracy, — this ill-fated 
man attempted first to throw himself upon one 
side of the gulf, then on the other, and finally 
tumbled headlong into the bottomless depth 
between. His case presents a painful but very 
curious and instructive instance of the troubles 
that beset weakness, in those emergencies which 
demand steadfast moral strength and energy — 
of which latter type of manly character there 
can be no truer example than Franklin Pierce. 

In the autumn of 1850, in pursuance of a 
vote of the people, a convention assembled at 
Concord for the revision of the Constitution of 
New Hampshire. General Pierce was elected 
its president by an almost unanimous vote — a 
very high mark of the affectionate confidence 
which the State, for so long a time and in such 
a variety of modes, had manifested in him. It 
was so much the higher, as the convention in¬ 
cluded New Hampshire’s most eminent citi¬ 
zens, among whom was Judge Woodbury. 

General Pierce’s conduct, as presiding officer, 
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was satisfactory to all parties; and one of his 
political opponents (Professor Sanborn, of Dart¬ 
mouth College) has ably sketched him, both in 
that aspect and as a debater. 

“ In drawing the portraits of the distin¬ 
guished members of the constitutional conven¬ 
tion,” writes the professor, “ to pass Frank 
Pierce unnoticed would be as absurd as to enact 
one of Shakespeare’s dramas without its prin¬ 
cipal hero. I give my impressions of the man 
as I saw him in the con mention ; for I would 
not undertake to vouch tor the truth or false¬ 
hood of those veracious organs of public senti¬ 
ment, at the capital, which have loaded him in 
turn with indiscriminate praise and abuse. As 
a presiding officer, it would be difficult to find 
his equal. In proposing questions to the house, 
he never hesitates or blunders. In deciding 
points of order, he is both prompt and impar¬ 
tial. His treatment of every member of the 
convention was characterized by uniform cour¬ 
tesy and kindness. The deportment of the pre¬ 
siding officer of a deliberative body usually gives 
tone to the debates. If he is harsh, morose, or 
abrupt in his manner, the speakers are apt to 
catch his spirit by the force of involuntary sym¬ 
pathy. The same is true, to some extent, of 
the principal debaters in such a body. When 
a man of strong prejudices and harsh temper 
rises to address a public assembly, his indwell- 
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ing antipathies speak from every feature of his 
face and from every motion of his person. The 
audience at once brace themselves against his 
assaults, and condemn his opinions before they 
are heard. The well-known character of an 
orator persuades or dissuades quite as forcibly 
as the language he utters. Some men never 
rise to address a deliberative assembly without 
conciliating good will in advance. The smile 
that plays upon the speaker’s face awakens 
emotions of complacency in those who hear, 
even before he speaks. So does that weight of 
character, which is the matured fruit of long 
public services and acknowledged worth, soothe, 
in advance, the irritated and angry crowd. 

“ Mr. Pierce possesses unquestioned ability 
as a public speaker. Few men, in our country, 
better understand the means of swaying a pop¬ 
ular assembly, or employ them with greater suc¬ 
cess. His forte lies in moving the passions of 
those whom he addresses. He knows how to 
call into vigorous action both the sympathies 
and antipathies of those who listen to him. J 
do not mean to imply by these remarks that 
his oratory is deficient in argument or sound 
reasoning. On the contrary, he seizes with 
great power upon the strong points of his sub¬ 
ject, and presents them clearly, forcibly, and 
eloquently. As a prompt and ready debater, 
always prepared for assault or defence, he has 
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few equals. In these encounters, he appears to 
great advantage, from his happy faculty of turn¬ 
ing little incidents, unexpectedly occurring, to 
his own account. A word carelessly dropped, 
or an unguarded allusion to individuals or par¬ 
ties by an opponent, is frequently converted 
into a powerful weapon of assault, by this skil¬ 
ful advocate. He has bten so much in office 
that he may be said to have been educated in 
public life. He is most thoroughly versed in 
all the tactics of debate. He is not only re¬ 
markably fluent in his elocution, but remark¬ 
ably correct. He seldom miscalls or repeats a 
word. His style is not overloaded with orna¬ 
ment, and yet he draws liberally upon the trea¬ 
sury of rhetoric. His figures are often beauti¬ 
ful and striking, never incongruous. He is 
always listened to with respectful attention, if 
he does not always command conviction. From 
his whole course in the convention, a disinter¬ 
ested spectator could not fail to form a very 
favorable opinion, not only of his talent and 
eloquence, but of his generosity and magna¬ 
nimity.” 

Among other antiquated relics of the past, 
and mouldy types of prejudices that ought now 
to be forgotten, and of which it was the object 
of the present convention to purge the Consti¬ 
tution of New Hampshire, there is a provision 
that certain state offices should be held only by 
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Protestants. Since General Pierce’s nomination 
for the presidency, the existence of this religious 
test has been brought as a charge against him, 
as if, in spite of his continued efforts to remove 
it, he were personally responsible for its remain¬ 
ing on the statute book. 

General Pierce has naturally a strong endow¬ 
ment of religious feeling. At no period of his 
life, as is well known to his friends, have the 
sacred relations of the human soul been a mat¬ 
ter of indifference with him ; and, of more re¬ 
cent years, whatever circumstances of good or 
evil fortune may have befallen him, they have 
alike served to deepen this powerful sentiment. 
Whether in sorrow or success, he has learned, 
in his own behalf, the great lesson, that reli¬ 
gious faith is the most valuable and most sacred 
of human possessions; but, with this sense, 
there has come no narrowness or illiberality, but 
a wide-embracing sympathy for the modes of 
Christian worship, and a reverence for individual 
belief, as a matter between the Deity and man’s 
soul, and with which no other has a right to 
interfere. With the feeling here described, and 
with his acute intellectual perception of the abor¬ 
tive character of all intolerant measures, as de¬ 
feating their own ends, it strikes one as nothing 
less than ludicrous that he should be charged 
with desiring to retain this obsolete enactment, 
standing, as it does, as a merely gratuitous and 
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otherwise inoperative stigma upon the fair re¬ 
putation of his native State. Even supposing 
no higher motives to have influenced him, it 
would have sufficed to secure his best efforts 
for the repeal of the religious test that so many 
of the Catholics have always been found in the 
advance-guard of freedom, marching onward 
with the progressive partv; and that, whether 
in peace or war, they have performed for their 
adopted country the hard toil and the gallant 
services which she has a right to expect from 
her most faithful citizens. 

The truth is that, ever since his entrance 
upon public life, on all occasions, — and often 
making the occasion where he found none, — 
General Pierce has done his utmost to obliter¬ 
ate this obnoxious feature from the Constitu¬ 
tion. He has repeatedly advocated the calling 
of a convention mainly for this purpose. In 
that of 1850, he both spoke and voted in favor 
of the abolition of the test, and, with the aid of 
Judge Woodbury and other Democratic mem¬ 
bers, attained his purpose, so far aj the conven¬ 
tion possessed any power or responsibility in 
the matter. That the measure was ultimately 
defeated is due to other causes, either tempo¬ 
rary or of long continuance; and to some of 
them it is attributable that the enlightened pub¬ 
lic sentiment of New Hampshire was not, long 
since, made to operate upon this enactment, so 
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anomalous in the fundamental law of a free 
State. 

In order to the validity of the amendments 
passed by the convention, it was necessary that 
the people should subsequently act upon them, 
and pass a vote of two thirds in favor of their 
adoption. The amendments proposed by the 
convention of 1850 were numerous. The Con¬ 
stitution had been modified in many and very 
important particulars, in respect to which the 
popular mind had not previously been made 
familiar, and on which it had not anticipated 
the necessity of passing judgment. In March, 
1851, when the vote of the people was taken 
upon these measures, the Atwood controversy 
was at its height, and threw all matters of less 
immediate interest into the background. Dur¬ 
ing the interval since the adjournment of the 
convention, the Whig newspapers had been in¬ 
defatigable in their attemps to put its proceed¬ 
ings in an odious light before the people. There 
had been no period, for many years, in which 
sinister influences rendered it so difficult to draw 
out an efficient expression of the will of the 
Democracy as on this occasion. It was the re¬ 
sult of all these obstacles that the doings of the 
constitutional convention were rejected in the 
mass. 

In the ensuing April, the convention reas¬ 
sembled, in order to receive the unfavorable 
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verdict of the people upon its proposed amend¬ 
ments. At the suggestion of General Pierce, 
the amendment abolishing the religious test was 
again brought forward, and, in spite of the op¬ 
position of the leading Whig members, was a 
second time submitted to the people. Nor did 
his struggle in behalf of this enlightened move¬ 
ment terminate here. At t he Democratic caucus, 
in Concord, preliminary 10 the town meeting, 
he urged upon his political friends the repeal 
of the test, as a party measure; and again, at 
the town meeting itself, while the balloting was 
going forward, he advocated it on the higher 
ground of religious freedom, and of reverence 
for what is inviolable in the human soul. Had 
the amendment passed, the credit would have 
belonged to no man more than to General 
Pierce; and that it failed, and that the free Con¬ 
stitution of New Hampshire is still disgraced 
by a provision which even monarchical England 
has cast off, is a responsibility which must rest 
elsewhere than on his head. 

In September, 1851, died that eminent states¬ 
man and jurist, Levi Woodbury, then occupy¬ 
ing the elevated post of judge of the Supreme 
Court of the United States. The connection 
between him and General Pierce, beginning in 
the early youth of the latter, had been sustained 
through all the subsequent years. They sat 
together, with but one intervening chair be- 
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tween, in the national Senate ; they were always 
advocates of the same great measures, and held, 
through life, a harmony of opinion and action, 
which was never more conspicuous than in the 
few months that preceded Judge Woodbury’s 
death. At a meeting of the bar, after his de¬ 
cease, General Pierce uttered some remarks, full 
of sensibility, in which he referred to the cir¬ 
cumstances that had made this friendship an 
inheritance on his part. Had Judge Wood¬ 
bury survived, it is not improbable that his more 
advanced age, his great public services, and 
equally distinguished zeal in behalf of the Union 
might have placed him in the position now oc¬ 
cupied by the subject of this memoir. Fortu¬ 
nate the State which, after losing such a son, 
can still point to another, not less worthy to 
take upon him the charge of the nation’s wel¬ 
fare. 

We have now finished our record of Frank¬ 
lin Pierce’s life, and have only to describe the 
posture of affairs which, without his own pur¬ 
pose and against his wish, has placed him be¬ 
fore the people of the United States as a candi¬ 
date for the presidency. 
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HIS NOMINATION FOR THE PRESIDENCY 

O N the 12th of June, 1852, the Demo¬ 
cratic National Convention assembled 
at Baltimore, in order to select a candi¬ 
date for the presidency of the United States. 
Many names, eminently distinguished in peace 
and war, had been brought before the public, 
during several months previous; and among 
them, though by no means occupying a very 
prominent place, was the name of Franklin 
Pierce. In January of this year, the Democracy 
of New Hampshire had signified its preference 
of General Pierce as a presidential candidate in 
the approaching canvass — a demonstration 
which drew from him the following response, 
addressed to his friend, M r. Atherton : — 

“ I am far from being insensible to the gen¬ 
erous confidence so often manifested towards 
me by the people of this State; and although 
the object indicated in the resolution, having 
particular reference to myself, be not one of 
desire on my part, the expression is not on that 
account less gratifying. 

“ Doubtless the spontaneous and just ap- 
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predation of an intelligent people is the best 
earthly reward for earnest and cheerful services 
rendered to one’s State and country ; and while 
it is a matter of unfeigned regret that my life 
has been so barren of usefulness, I shall ever 
hold this and similar tributes among my most 
cherished recollections. 

“ To these, my sincere and grateful acknow¬ 
ledgments, I desire to add that the same mo¬ 
tives which induced me, several years ago, to 
retire from public life, and which since that time • 
controlled my judgment in this respect, now 
impel me to say that the use of my name in 
any event, before the Democratic National Con¬ 
vention at Baltimore, to which you are a dele¬ 
gate, would be utterly repugnant to my taste 
and wishes.” 

The sentiments expressed in the above let¬ 
ter were genuine, and from his heart. He had 
looked long and closely at the effects of high 
public station on the character and happiness, 
and on what is the innermost and dearest part, 
of a man’s possessions — his independence; 
and he had satisfied himself that office, how¬ 
ever elevated, should be avoided for one’s own 
sake, or accepted only as -a good citizen would 
make any other sacrifice, at the call and at the 
need of his country. 

As the time for the assembling of the national 
convention drew near, there were other suffi- 
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dent indications of his sincerity in declining a 
stake in the great game. A circular letter was 
addressed, by Major Scott, of Virginia, to the 
distinguished Democrats whose claims had here¬ 
tofore been publicly discussed, requesting a 
statement of their opinions on several points, 
and inquiring what would be the course of each 
of these gentlemen, in certain contingencies, in 
case of his attaining the presidency. These 
queries, it may be presumed, were of such a 
nature that General Pierce might have answered 
them, had he seen fit to do so, to the satisfac¬ 
tion of Major Scott himself, or to that of the 
Southern Democratic party, whom it seemed his 
purpose to represent. With not more than one 
exception, the other statesmen and soldiers, to 
whom the circular had been sent, made a re¬ 
sponse. General Pierce preserved an unbroken 
silence. It was equivalent to the withdrawal of 
all claims which he might be supposed to possess, 
in reference to the contemplated office; and he 
thereby repeated, to the delegates of the national 
party, the same avowal of distaste for public 
life which he had already made known to the 
Democracy of his native State. He had thus 
done everything in his power, actively or pas¬ 
sively, — everything that he could have done, 
without showing such an estimate of his posi¬ 
tion before the country as was inconsistent with 
the modesty of his character, — to avoid the 
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perilous and burdensome honor of the candi¬ 
dacy. 

The convention met, at the date above men¬ 
tioned, and continued its sessions during four 
days. Thirty-five ballotings were held, with a 
continually decreasing prospect that the friends 
of any one of the gentlemen hitherto prominent 
before the people would succeed in obtaining 
the two thirds vote that was requisite for a nom¬ 
ination. Thus far not a vote had been thrown 
for General Pierce ; but, at the thirty-sixth ballot 
the delegation of old Virginia brought forward 
his name. In the course of several more trials, 
his strength increased, very gradually at first, 
but afterwards with a growing impetus, until, 
at the forty-ninth ballot, the votes were for 
Franklin Pierce two hundred and eighty-two, 
and eleven for all other candidates. Thus 
Franklin Pierce became the nominee of the con¬ 
vention ; and as quickly as the lightning flash 
could blazon it abroad his name was on every 
tongue, from end to end of this vast country: 
Within an hour he grew to be illustrious. 

It would be a pretension, which we do not 
mean to put forward, to assert that, whether con¬ 
sidering the length and amount of his public 
services, or his prominence before the country, 
General Pierce stood on equal ground with sev¬ 
eral of the distinguished men whose claims, to use 
the customary phrase, had been rejected in favor 
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of his own. But no man, be his public services 
or sacrifices what they might, ever did or ever 
could possess, in the slightest degree, what we 
may term a legitimate claim to be elevated to the 
rulership of a free people. The nation would 
degrade itself, and violate every principle upon 
which its institutions are founded, by offering 
its majestic obedience to one of its citizens as a 
reward for whatever splendor of achievement. 
The conqueror may assert a claim, such as it is, 
to the sovereignty of the people whom he sub¬ 
jugates ; but, with us Americans, when a states¬ 
man comes to the chief direction of affairs, it 
is at the summons of the nation, addressed to 
the servant whom it deems best fitted to spend 
his wisdom, his strength, and his life in its be¬ 
half. On this principle, which is obviously the 
correct one, a candidate’s previous services are 
entitled to consideration only as they indicate 
the qualities which may enable him to render 
higher services in the position which his coun- 
■ trymen choose that he shall occupy. What he 
has done is of no importance, except as proving 
what he can do. And it is on this score, because 
they see in his public course the irrefragable evi¬ 
dences of patriotism, integrity, and courage, and 
because they recognize in him the noble gift of 
natural authority, and have a prescience of the 
stately endowment of administrative genius, that 
his fellow citizens are about to summon Frank- 
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lin Pierce to the presidency. To those who 
know him well, the event comes, not like acci¬ 
dent, but as a consummation which might have 
been anticipated, from its innate fitness, and as 
the final step of a career which, all along, has 
tended thitherward. 

It is not as a reward that he will take upon 
him the mighty burden of this office, of which 
the toil and awful responsibility whiten the 
statesman’s head, and in which, as in more than 
one instance we have seen, the warrior encoun¬ 
ters a deadlier risk than in the battlefield. When 
General Pierce received the news of his nomi¬ 
nation, it affected him with no thrill of joy, but 
a sadness, which, for many days, was percepti¬ 
ble in his deportment. It awoke in his heart 
the sense of religious dependence — a sentiment 
that has been growing continually stronger, 
through all the trials and experiences of his life; 
and there was nothing feigned in that passage 
of his beautiful letter, accepting the nomina¬ 
tion, in which he expresses his reliance upon 
heavenly support. 

The committee, appointed by the Baltimore 
convention, conveyed to him the intelligence of 
his nomination in the following terms: — 

“A national convention of the democratic 
republican party, which met in Baltimore on the 
first Tuesday in June, unanimously nominated 
you as a candidate for the high trust of the 
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President of the United States. We have been 
delegated to acquaint you with the nomination, 
and earnestly to request that you will accept it. 
Persuaded as we are that this office should never 
be pursued by an unchastened ambition, it can¬ 
not be refused by a dutiful patriotism. 

“ The circumstances under which you will be 
presented for the canvass of your countrymen 
seem to us propitious to the interests which the 
Constitution intrusts to our Federal Union, and 
must be auspicious to your own name. You 
come before the people without the impulse of 
personal wishes, and free from selfish expecta¬ 
tions. You are identified with none of the 
distractions which have recently disturbed our 
country, whilst you are known to be faithful to 
the Constitution — to all its guaranties and com¬ 
promises. You will be free to exercise your 
tried abilities, within the path of duty, in pro¬ 
tecting that repose we happily enjoy, and in 
giving efficacy and control to those cardinal prin¬ 
ciples that have already illustrated the party 
which has now selected you as its leader — prin¬ 
ciples that regard the security and prosperity of 
the whole country, and the paramount power 
of its laws, as indissolubly associated with the 
perpetuity of our civil and religious liberties. 

“ The convention did not pretermit the duty 
of reiterating those principles, and you will find 
them prominently set forth in the resolutions it 
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adopted. To these we respectfully invite your 
attention. 

“ It is firmly believed that to your talents and 
patriotism the security of our holy Union, with 
its expanded and expanding interests, may be 
wisely trusted, and that, amid all the perils which 
may assail the Constitution, you will have the 
heart to love and the arm to defend it.” 

We quote likewise General Pierce’s reply: — 

“ I have the honor to acknowledge your per¬ 
sonal kindness in presenting me, this day, your 
letter, officially informing me of my nomination, 
by the Democratic National Convention, as a 
candidate for the presidency of the United States. 
The surprise with which I received the intelli¬ 
gence of my nomination was not unmingled with 
painful solicitude; and yet it is proper for me 
to say that the manner in which it was con¬ 
ferred was peculiarly gratifying. 

“The delegation from New Hampshire, with 
all the glow of state pride, and with all the 
warmth of personal regard, would not have sub¬ 
mitted my name to the convention, nor would 
they have cast a vote for me, under circum¬ 
stances other than those which occurred. 

“ I shall always cherish with pride and grati¬ 
tude the recollection of the fact that the voice 
which first pronounced, and pronounced alone, 
came from the Mother of States — a pride and 
gratitude rising above any consequences that 
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can betide me personally. May I not regard 
it as a fact pointing to the overthrow of sec¬ 
tional jealousies, and looking to the permanent 
life and vigor of the Union, cemented by the 
blood of those who have passed to their re¬ 
ward ?— a Union wonderful in its formation, 
boundless in its hopes, amazing in its destiny. 

“ I accept the nomination, relying upon an 
abiding devotion to the interests, honor, and 
glory of the whole country, but, above and be¬ 
yond all, upon a Power superior to all human 
might — a Power which, from the first gun of 
the Revolution, in every crisis through which 
we have passed, in every hour of acknowledged 
peril, when the dark clouds had shut down over 
us, has interposed as if to baffle human wisdom, 
outmarch human forecast, and bring out of dark¬ 
ness the rainbow of promise. Weak myself, 
faith and hope repose there in security. 

“ I accept the nomination upon the platform 
adopted by the convention, not because this is 
expected of me as a candidate, but because the 
principles it embraces command the approba¬ 
tion of my judgment; and with them, I believe 
I can safely say, there has been no word or act 
of my life in conflict.” 

The news of his nomination went abroad over 
the Union, and, far and wide, there came a re¬ 
sponse, in which was distinguishable a truer ap¬ 
preciation of some of General Pierce’s leading 
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traits than could have been anticipated, consid¬ 
ering the unobtrusive tenor of his legislative 
life, and the lapse of time since he had entirely 
withdrawn himself from the nation’s eye. It 
was the marvellous and mystic influence of char¬ 
acter, in regard to which the judgment of the 
people is so seldom found erroneous, and which 
conveys the perception of itself through some 
medium higher and deeper than the intellect. 
Everywhere the country knows that a man of 
steadfast will, true heart, and generous qualities 
has been brought forward, to receive the suf¬ 
frages of his fellow citizens. 

He comes before the people of the United 
States at a remarkable era in the history of this 
country and of the world. The two great par¬ 
ties of the nation appear — at least to an ob¬ 
server somewhat removed from both — to have 
nearly merged into one another; for they pre¬ 
serve the attitude of political antagonism rather 
through the effect of their old organizations 
than because any great and radical principles are 
at present in dispute between them. The mea¬ 
sures advocated by the one party, and resisted 
by the other, through a long series of years, 
have now ceased to be the pivots on which the 
election turns. The prominent statesmen, so 
long identified with those measures, will hence¬ 
forth relinquish their controlling influence over 
public affairs. Both parties, it may likewise be 
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said, are united in one common purpose, — that 
of preserving our sacred Union, as the immov¬ 
able basis from which the destinies, not of 
America alone, but of mankind at large, may be 
carried upward and consummated. And thus 
men stand together, in unwonted quiet and har¬ 
mony, awaiting the new movement in advance 
which all these tokens indicate. 

It remains for the citizens of this great coun¬ 
try to decide, within the next few weeks, whether 
they will retard the steps of human progress by 
placing at its head an illustrious soldier, indeed, 
a patriot, and one indelibly stamped into the 
history of the past, but who has already done 
his work, and has not in him the spirit of the 
present or of the coming time; or whether they 
will put their trust in a new man, whom a life 
of energy and various activity has tested, but 
not worn out, and advance with him into the 
auspicious epoch upon which we are about to 
enter. 
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W E have done far less than justice to Frank¬ 
lin Pierce's college standing, in our state¬ 
ment on page 85. Some circumstances 
connected with this matter are too characteristic not 
to be reported. 

During the first two years, Pierce was extremely 
inattentive to his college duties, bestowing only such 
modicum of time upon them as was requisite to sup¬ 
ply the merest superficial acquaintance with the course 
of study for the recitation-room. The consequence 
was that when the relative standing of the members of 
the class was first authoritatively ascertained, in the 
junior year, he found himself occupying precisely the 
lowest position in point of scholarship. In the first 
mortification of wounded pride, he resolved never to 
attend another recitation, and accordingly absented him¬ 
self from college exercises of all kinds for several days, 
expecting and desiring that some form of punishment, 
such as suspension or expulsion, would be the result. 
The faculty of the college, however, with a wise len¬ 
ity, took no notice of this behavior ; and at last, hav¬ 
ing had time to grow cool, and moved by the grief of 
his friend Little and another classmate, Pierce deter¬ 
mined to resume the routine of college duties. u But,” 
said he to his friends, u if I do so, you shall see a 
change! ” 

Accordingly, from that time forward, he devoted 
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himself to study. His mind, having run wild for so 
long a period, could be reclaimed only by the severest 
efforts of an iron resolution; and for three months 
afterwards, he rose at four in the morning, toiled all 
day over his books, and retired only at midnight, al¬ 
lowing himself but four hours for sleep. With habit 
and exercise, he acquired command over his intellec¬ 
tual powers, and was no longer under the necessity of 
application so intense. But from the moment when 
he made his resolve until the c lose of his college life, 
he never incurred a censure, never was absent (and 
then unavoidably) but from two college exercises, 
never went into the recitation-room without a thorough 
acquaintance with the subject to be recited, and finally 
graduated as the third scholar of his class. Nothing 
save the low standard of his previous scholarship pre¬ 
vented his taking a yet higher rank. 

The moral of this little story lies in a stern and con¬ 
tinued exercise of self-controlling will, which redeemed 
him from indolence, completely changed the aspect of 
his character, and made this the turning-point of his 
life. 


193 




PREFACE 


TO MISS DELIA BACON S WORK, THE PHI¬ 
LOSOPHY OF THE PLAYS OF SHAKESPEARE 
UNFOLDED 

T HIS volume contains the argument, 
drawn from the plays usually attrib¬ 
uted to Shakespeare, in support of a 
theory which the author of it has demonstrated 
by historical evidences in another work. Hav¬ 
ing never read this historical demonstration 
(which remains still in manuscript, with the ex¬ 
ception of a preliminary chapter, published 
long ago in an American periodical), I deem it 
necessary to cite the author’s own account of 
it. 

“ The historical part of this work (which was 
originally the principal part, and designed to 
furnish the historical key to the great Eliza¬ 
bethan writings), though now for a long time 
completed and ready for the press, and though 
repeated reference is made to it in this volume, 
is, for the most part, omitted here. It contains 
a true and before unwritten history, and it will 
yet, perhaps, be published as it stands; but the 
vivid and accumulating historic detail, with which 
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more recent research tends to enrich the earlier 
statement, and disclosures which no invention 
could anticipate, are waiting now to be subjoined 
to it. 

“ The internal evidence of the assumptions 
made at the outset is that which is chiefly relied 
on in the work now first presented on this sub¬ 
ject to the public. The demonstration will be 
found complete on that ground; and on that 
ground alone the author is willing, and deliber¬ 
ately prefers, for the present, to rest it. 

“ External evidence, of course, will not be 
wanting; there will be enough and to spare, if 
the demonstration here be correct. But the 
author of the discovery was not willing to rob 
the world of this great question ; but wished 
rather to share with it the benefit which the 
true solution of the problem offers — the solu¬ 
tion prescribed by those who propounded it to 
the future. It seemed better to save to the 
world the power and beauty of this demonstra¬ 
tion, its intellectual stimulus, its demand on the 
judgment. It seemed better, that the world 
should acquire it also in the form of criticism, 
instead of being stupefied and overpowered with 
the mere force of an irresistible, external, histor¬ 
ical proof. Persons incapable of appreciating 
any other kind of proof, — those who are capa¬ 
ble of nothing that does not * directly fall under 
and strike the senses ,’ as Lord Bacon expresses 
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it, — will have their time also; but it was pro¬ 
posed to present the subject first to minds of 
another order.” 

In the present volume, accordingly, the author 
applies herself to the demonstration and devel¬ 
opment of a system of philosophy, which has 
presented itself to her as underlying the super¬ 
ficial and ostensible text of Shakespeare’s plays. 
Traces of the same philosophy, too, she con¬ 
ceives herself to have found in the acknow¬ 
ledged works of Lord Bacon, and in those of 
other writers contemporary with him. All agree 
in one system ; all these traces indicate a common 
understanding and unity of purpose in men 
among whom no brotherhood has hitherto been 
suspected, except as representative of a grand 
and brilliant age, when the human intellect made 
a marked step in advance. 

The author did not (as her own consciousness 
assures her) either construct or originally seek 
this new philosophy. In many respects, if I 
have rightly understood her, it was at variance 
with her preconceived opinions, whether ethi¬ 
cal, religious, or political. She had been for 
years a student of Shakespeare, looking for no¬ 
thing in his plays beyond what the world has 
agreed to find in them, when she began to see, 
under the surface, the gleam of this hidden 
treasure. It was carefully hidden, indeed, yet 
not less carefully indicated, as with a pointed 
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finger, by such marks and references as could 
not ultimately escape the notice of a subsequent 
age, which should be capable of profiting by the 
rich inheritance. So, too, in regard to Lord 
Bacon. The author of this volume had not 
sought to put any but the ordinary and obvious 
interpretation upon his works, nor to take any 
other view of his character than what accorded 
with the unanimous judgment upon it of all the 
generations since his epoch. But, as she pene¬ 
trated more and more deeply into the plays, and 
became aware of those inner readings, she found 
herself compelled to turn back to Advance¬ 
ment of Learning for information as to their 
pla'n and purport; and Lord Bacon’s treatise 
failed not to give her what she sought; thus 
adding to the immortal dramas, in her idea, a 
far higher value than their warmest admirers had 
heretofore claimed for them. They filled out 
the scientific scheme which Bacon had planned, 
and which needed only these profound and vivid 
illustrations of human life and character to make 
it perfect. Finally, the author’s researches led 
her to a point where she found the plays claimed 
for Lord Bacon and his associates, — not in a 
way that was meant to be intelligible in their 
own perilous times, — but in characters that 
only became legible, and illuminated, as it were, 
in the light of a subsequent period. 

The reader will soon perceive that the new 
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philosophy, as here demonstrated, was of a kind 
that no professor could have ventured openly 
to teach in the days of Elizabeth and James. 
The concluding chapter of the present work 
makes a powerful statement of the position 
which a man, conscious of great and noble aims, 
would then have occupied and shows, too, how 
familiar the age was with all methods of secret 
communication, and of hiding thought beneath 
a mask of conceit or folly Applicably to this 
subject, I quote a paragraph from a manuscript 
of the author’s, not intended for present publi¬ 
cation. 

“ It was a time when authors, who treated of 
a scientific politics and of a scientific ethics in¬ 
ternally connected with it, naturally preferred 
this more philosophic, symbolic method of indi¬ 
cating their connection with their writings, which 
would limit the indication to those who could 
pierce within the veil of a philosophic symbol¬ 
ism. It was the time when the cipher, in which 
one could write * omnia per omnia,' was in such 
request, and when ‘ wheel ciphers ’ and ‘ doubles ’ 
were thought not unworthy of philosophic no¬ 
tice. It was a time, too, when the phonographic 
art was cultivated, and put to other uses than 
at present, and when a nom deplume was required 
for other purposes than to serve as the refuge 
of an author’s modesty, or vanity, or caprice. 
It was a time when puns, and charades, and 
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enigmas, and anagrams, and monograms, and 
ciphers, and puzzles, were not good for sport and 
child’s play merely ; when they had need to be 
close; when they had need to be solvable, at 
least, only to those who should solve them. It 
was a time when all the latent capacities of the 
English language were put in requisition, and 
it was flashing and crackling, through all its 
lengths and breadths, with puns, and quips, and 
conceits, and jokes, and satires, and inlined 
with philosophic secrets that opened down ‘ into 
the bottom of a tomb, — that opened into the 
Tower, — that opened on the scaffold and 
block. ’ ” 

I quote, likewise, another passage, because I 
think the reader will see in it the noble earnest¬ 
ness of the author’s character, and may partly 
imagine the sacrifices which this research has 
cost her. 

“ The great secret of the Elizabethan age did 
not lie where any superficial research could ever 
have discovered it. It was not left within the 
range of any accidental disclosure. It did not 
lie on the surface of any Elizabethan document. 
The most diligent explorers of these documents, 
in two centuries and a quarter, had not found 
it. No faintest suspicion of it had ever crossed 
the mind of the most recent, and clear-sighted, 
and able investigator of the Baconian remains. 
It was buried in the lowest depths of the lowest 
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deeps of the deep Elizabethan Art; that art 
which no plummet, till now, has ever sounded. 
It was locked with its utmost reach of tradition¬ 
ary cunning. It was buried in the inmost re¬ 
cesses of the esoteric Elizabethan learning. It 
was tied with a knot that had passed the scrutiny 
and baffled the sword ot an old, suspicious, 
dying military governmen 1 —a knot that none 
could cut — a knot that n ust be untied. 

“The great secret of the Elizabethan age was 
inextricably reserved by the founders of a new 
learning, the prophetic and more nobly gifted 
minds of a new and nobler race of men, for a 
research that should test the mind of the dis¬ 
coverer, and frame and subordinate it to that so 
sleepless and indomitable purpose of the pro¬ 
phetic aspiration. It was ‘ the device ’ by which 
they undertook to live again in the ages in which 
their achievements and triumphs were forecast, 
and to come forth and rule again, not in one 
mind, not in the few, not in the many, but in all. 
* For there is no throne like that throne in the 
thoughts of men,’ which the ambition of these 
men climbed and compassed. 

“ The principal works of the Elizabethan 
Philosophy, those in which the new method of 
learning was practically applied to the noblest 
subjects, were presented to the world in the form 
of an enigma. It was a form well fitted to di¬ 
vert inquiry, and baffle even the research of the 
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scholar for a time; but one calculated to pio- 
voke the philosophic curiosity, and one which 
would inevitably command a research that could 
end only with the true solution. That solution 
was reserved for one who would recognize, at 
last, in the disguise of the great impersonal 
teacher, the disguise of a new learning. It 
waited for the reader who would observe, at last, 
those thick-strewn scientific clews, those thick¬ 
crowding enigmas, those perpetual beckonings 
from the ‘ theatre ’ into the judicial palace of 
the mind. It was reserved for the student who 
would recognize, at last, the mind that was seek¬ 
ing so perseveringly to whisper its tale of out¬ 
rage, and ‘ the secrets it was forbid.’ It waited 
for one who would answer, at last, that philo¬ 
sophic challenge, and say, * Go on, I ’ll follow 
thee ! ’ It was reserved for one who would 
count years as days, for the love of the truth it 
hid; who would never turn back on the long 
road of initiation, though all the idols must be 
left behind in its stages; who would never stop 
until it stopped in that new cave of Apollo, 
where the handwriting on the wall spells anew 
the old Delphic motto, and publishes the word 
that c unties the spell.’ ” 

On this subject, which she conceives so loft¬ 
ily, the author has bestowed the solitary and 
self-sustained toil of many years. The volume 
now before the reader, together with the histor- 
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leal demonstration which it presupposes, is the 
product of a most faithful and conscientious 
labor, and a truly heroic devotion of intellect 
and heart. No man or woman has ever thought 
or written more sincerely than the author of this 
book. She has given nothing less than her life 
to the work. And, as if for the greater trial of 
her constancy, her theory was divulged, some 
time ago, in so partial and an satisfactory a man¬ 
ner— with so exceedingly imperfect a statement 
of its claims — as to put her at great disadvan¬ 
tage before the world. A single article from 
her pen, purporting to be the first of a series, 
appeared in an American magazine; but unex¬ 
pected obstacles prevented the further publica¬ 
tion in that form, after enough had been done 
to assail the prejudices of the public, but far 
too little to gain its sympathy. Another evil 
followed. An English writer (in a Letter to 
the Earl of Ellesmere, published within a few 
months past) has thought it not inconsistent 
with the fair play, on which his country prides 
itself, to take to himself this lady’s theory, and 
favor the public with it as his own original con¬ 
ception, without allusion to the author’s prior 
claim. In reference to this pamphlet, she gen¬ 
erously says: — 

“ This has not been a selfish enterprise. It 
is not a personal concern. It is a discovery 
which belongs not to an individual, and not to 
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a people. Its fields are wide enough and rich 
enough for us all; and he that has no work, and 
whoso will, let him come and labor in them. 
The field is the world’s: and the world’s work 
henceforth is in it. So that it be known in its 
real comprehension, in its true relations to the 
weal of the world, what matters it ? So that 
the truth, which is dearer than all the rest — 
which abides with us when all others leave us, 
dearest then — so that the truth, which is neither 
yoursi nor mine, but yours and mine, be known, 
loved, honored, emancipated, mitred, crowned, 
adored — who loses anything, that does not find 
it.” “ And what matters it,” says the philosophic 
wisdom, speaking in the abstract, “ what name 
it is proclaimed in, and what letters of the alpha¬ 
bet we know it by ? — what matters it, so that 
they spell the name that is good for all , and 
good for each” — for that is the real name here? 

Speaking on the author’s behalf, however, I 
am not entitled to imitate her magnanimity; 
and, therefore, hope that the writer of the pam¬ 
phlet will disclaim any purpose of assuming to 
himself, on the ground of a slight and superfi¬ 
cial performance, the result which she has at¬ 
tained at the cost of many toils and sacrifices. 

And now, at length, after many delays and 
discouragements, the work comes forth. It had 
been the author’s original purpose to publish it 
in America; for she wished her own country to 
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have the glory of solving the enigma of those 
mighty dramas, and thus adding a new and 
higher value to the loftiest productions of the 
English mind. It seemed to her most fit and 
desirable that America — having received so 
much from England, and returned so little — 
should do what remained to be done toward 
rendering this great legacy available, as its au¬ 
thors meant it to be, to a 1 future time. This 
purpose was frustrated; and it will be seen in 
what spirit she acquiesces. 

“ The author was forced to bring it back, 
and contribute it to the literature of the coun¬ 
try from which it was derived, and to which it 
essentially and inseparably belongs. It was writ¬ 
ten, every word of it, on English ground, in the 
midst of the old familiar scenes and household 
names, that even in our nursery songs revive 
the dear ancestral memories ; those c royal pur¬ 
suivants ’ with which our motherland still fol¬ 
lows and retakes her own. It was written in 
the land of our old kings and queens, and in the 
land of our own philosophers and poets also. It 
was written on the spot where the works it 
unlocks were written, and in the perpetual pre¬ 
sence of the English mind ; the mind that spoke 
before in the cultured few, and that speaks to¬ 
day in the cultured many. And it is now at last, 
after so long a time — after all, as it should be 
— the English press that prints it. It is the sci* 
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entific English press, with those old gags (where¬ 
with our kings and queens sought to stop it, ere 
they knew what it was) champed asunder, ground 
to powder, and with its last Elizabethan shackle 
shaken off, that restores, ‘ in a better hour,’ the 
torn and garbled science committed to it, and 
gives back * the bread cast on its sure waters.’ ” 
There remains little more for me to say. I 
am not the editor of this work ; nor can I con¬ 
sider myself fairly entitled to the honor (which, 
if I deserved it, I should feel to be a very high 
as well as a perilous one) of seeing my name 
associated with the author’s on the title-page. 
My object has been merely to speak a few 
words, which might, perhaps, serve the purpose 
of placing my countrywoman upon a ground of 
amicable understanding with the public. She 
has a vast preliminary difficulty to encounter. 
The first feeling of every reader must be one of 
absolute repugnance towards a person who seeks 
to tear out of the Anglo-Saxon heart the name 
which for ages it has held dearest, and to sub¬ 
stitute another name, or names, to which the 
settled belief of the world has long assigned a 
very different position. What I claim for this 
work is, that the ability employed in its com¬ 
position has been worthy of its great subject, 
and well employed for our intellectual interests, 
whatever judgment the public may pass upon 
the questions discussed. And, after listening to 
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the author’s interpretation of the plays, and see¬ 
ing how wide a scope she assigns to them, how 
high a purpose, and what richness of inner mean¬ 
ing, the thoughtful reader will hardly return 
again — not wholly, at all events — to the com¬ 
mon view of them and of their author. It is for 
the public to say whether my countrywoman 
has proved her theory. 1 n the worst event, if 
she has failed, her failure will be more hon¬ 
orable than most people’s triumphs; since it 
must fling upon the old tombstone, at Strat- 
ford-on-Avon, the noblest tributary wreath that 
has ever lain there. 
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AN ONTARIO ST EAMBOAT 

T HE steamboats or the Canadian lakes 
afford opportunities for a varied ob¬ 
servation of society. In the spacious 
one, on board which I had embarked at Og- 
densburg, and was voyaging westward, to the 
other extremity of Lake Ontario, there were 
three different orders of passengers: an aris¬ 
tocracy, in the grand cabin and ladies’ saloon; 
a commonalty in the forward cabin ; and, lastly, 
a male and female multitude on the forward 
deck, constituting as veritable a mob as could 
be found in any country. These latter did not 
belong to that proud and independent class, 
among our native citizens, who chance, in the 
present generation, to be at the bottom of the 
body politic; they were the exiles of another 
clime — the scum which every wind blows off 
the Irish shores — the pauper dregs which Eng¬ 
land flings out upon America. Thus, within 
the precincts of our steamboat — which indeed 
was ample enough, being about two hundred 
feet from stem to stern — there were materials 
for studying the characteristics of different na- 
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tions and the peculiarities of different castes. 
And the study was simplified, in comparison to 
what it might have been in a wider sphere, by 
the strongly marked distinctions of rank that 
were constituted by the regulations of the ves¬ 
sel. In our country at large, the different ranks 
melt and mingle into one another, so that it is 
as impossible to draw a decided line between 
any two contiguous classes as to divide a rain¬ 
bow accurately into its various hue's. But here, 
the high, the middling, and the low had clas¬ 
sified themselves, and the laws of the vessel 
rigidly kept each inferior from stepping beyond 
his proper limits. The mob of the deck would 
have infringed these immutable laws, had they 
ventured abaft the wheels, or into the forward 
cabin; while the honest yeomen, or other thrifty 
citizens, who were the rightful occupants of that 
portion of the boat, would have incurred both 
the rebuke of the captain and the haughty stare 
of the gentry, had they thrust themselves into 
the department of the latter. Here, therefore, 
was something analogous to that picturesque 
state of society, in other countries and earlier 
times, when each upper class excluded every 
lower one from its privileges, and when each in¬ 
dividual was content with his allotted position, 
because there was no possibility of bettering it. 

I, by paying ten dollars instead of six or four, 
had entitled myself to the aristocratic privileges 
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of our floating community. But, to confess the 
truth, I would as willingly have been anywhere 
else as in the grand cabin. There was good 
company, assuredly; among others, a Cana¬ 
dian judge, with his two daughters, whose stately 
beauty and bright complexions made me proud 
to feel that they were my countrywomen; 
though I doubt whether these lovely girls would 
have acknowledged that their country was the 
same as mine. The inhabitants of the British 
provinces have not yet acquired the sentiment 
of brotherhood or sisterhood towards their 
neighbors of the States. Besides these, there 
was a Scotch gentleman, the agent of some land 
company in England; a Frenchman, attached 
to the embassy at Washington ; a major in the 
British army; and some dozen or two of our 
own fashionables, running their annual round 
of Quebec, Montreal, the Lakes and Springs. 
All were very gentlemanly and ladylike people, 
but too much alike to be made portraits of, and 
affording few strong points for a general picture. 
Much of their time was spent at cards and 
backgammon, or in promenading from end to 
end of the cabin, numbering the burnished ma¬ 
hogany panels as they passed, and viewing their 
own figures in one or other of the tall mirrors, 
which, at each end of the long apartment, ap¬ 
peared to lengthen out the scene. Then came 
the dinner, with its successive courses, — soup, 
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fish, meat, pastry, and a dessert, — all attended 
with a somewhat affected punctuality of cere¬ 
monies. Lastly, the slow sipping of their wine 
kept them at table till it was well-nigh time to 
spread it again for supper. On the whole, the 
time passed wearily, and left little but a blank 
behind it. 

What was the state of affairs in the forward 
cabin, I cannot positively say. There the pas¬ 
sengers of the second class feasted on the relics 
of the original banquet, in company with the 
steward, waiters, and ladies’ maids. A pleasant 
sketch, I think, might be made of the perma¬ 
nent household of a steamboat, from the cap¬ 
tain downward; though it is observable that 
people in this and similar situations have little 
variety of character, and seldom much depth of 
intelligence. Their ideas and sentiments are 
confined within a narrow sphere; so far as that 
extends, they are sufficiently acute, but not a 
step beyond it. They see, it is true, many dif¬ 
ferent figures of men and women, but scarcely 
anything of human nature; for the continually 
varying crowd, which is brought into temporary 
connection with them, always turns the same 
surface to their vie\V, and shows nothing be¬ 
neath that surface. And the circumstances of 
their daily life, in spite of much seeming variety, 
are nevertheless arranged in so strict a routine, 
that their minds and characters are moulded by 
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it. But this is not what I particularly meant to 
write about. 

The scene on the forward deck interested my 
mind more than anything else that was con¬ 
nected with our voyage. On this occasion, it 
chanced that an unusual number of passengers 
were congregated there. All were expected to 
find their own provisions; several, of a some¬ 
what more respectable rank in life, had brought 
their beds and bedding, all the way from Eng¬ 
land or Ireland ; and for the rest, as night came 
on, some sort of litter was supplied by the offi¬ 
cers of the boat. The deck, where they were 
to sleep, was not, it must be understood, open 
to the sky, but was sufficiently roofed over by 
the promenade deck. On each side of the ves¬ 
sel was a pair of folding doors, extending be¬ 
tween the wheels and the ladies’ saloon; and 
when these were shut, the deck became in real¬ 
ity a cabin. I shall not soon forget the view 
which I took of it, after it had been arranged 
as a sleeping-apartment for at least fifty people, 
male and female. 

A single lamp shed a dim ray over the scene, 
and there was also a dusky light from the boat’s 
furnaces, which enabled me to distinguish quite 
as much as it was allowable to look upon, and 
a good deal more than it would be decorous to 
describe. In one corner, a bed was spread out 
on the deck, and a family had already taken up 
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their night’s quarters; the father and mother, 
with their faces turned towards each other on 
the pillow, were talking of their private affairs; 
while three or four children, whose heads pro¬ 
truded from the foot of the bed, were already 
asleep. Others, both men and women, were 
putting on their nightcaps, or enveloping their 
heads in handkerchiefs, and laying aside their 
upper garments. Some were strewn at random 
about the deck, as if they had dropped down, 
just where they had happened to be standing. 
Two men, seeing nothing softer than the oak 
plank to stretch themselves upon, had sat down 
back to back, and thus mutually supporting 
each other, were beginning to nod. 'Slender 
girls were preparing to repose their maiden-like 
forms on the wide, promiscuous couch of the 
deck. A young woman, who had a babe at her 
bosom, but whose husband was nowhere to be 
seen, was wrangling with the steward for some 
better accommodation than the rug which he 
had assigned her. In short, to dwell no longer 
upon the particulars of the scene, it was, to my 
unaccustomed eye, a strange and sad one — and 
so much the more sad, because it seemed en¬ 
tirely a matter of course, and a thing of estab¬ 
lished custom, to men, women, and children. 
I know not what their habits might have been, 
in their native land; but since they quitted it 
these poor people had led such a life in the 
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steerages of the vessels that brought them across 
the Atlantic, that they probably stepped ashore 
far ruder and wilder beings than they had em¬ 
barked ; and afterwards, thrown homeless upon 
the wharves of Quebec and Montreal, and left 
to wander whither they might, and subsist how 
they could, it was impossible for their moral 
natures not to have become woefully deranged 
and debased. I was grieved, also, to discern a 
want of fellow feeling among them. They ap¬ 
peared, it is true, to form one community, but 
connected by no other bond than that which 
pervades a flock of wild geese in the sky, or a 
herd of wild horses in the desert. They were 
all going the same way, by a sort of instinct, — 
some laws of mutual aid and fellowship had 
necessarily been established,—yet each individ¬ 
ual was lonely and selfish. Even domestic ties 
did not invariably retain their hallowed strength. 

But there was one group that had attracted my 
notice several times, in the course of the day; 
and it did me good to look at them. They 
were a father and mother, and two or three 
children, evidently in very straitened circum¬ 
stances, yet preserving a decency of aspect that 
told of better days gone by, and was also a sure 
prophecy of better days to come. It was a 
token of moral strength that would assuredly 
bear them through all their troubles, and bring 
them at length to a good end. This family 
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now sat together near one of the furnaces, the 
light of which was thrown upon their sober yet 
not uncheerful faces, so that they looked pre¬ 
cisely like the members of a comfortable house¬ 
hold, sitting in the glow of their own fireside. 
And so it was their own fireside. In one sense, 
they were homeless, but in another, they were 
always at home; for domestic love, the remem¬ 
brance of joys and sorrows shared together, the 
mutual anxieties and hopes, the united trust in 
Heaven, — these gave them a home in one an¬ 
other’s hearts; and whatever sky might be 
above them, that sky was the roof of their 
home. 

Still, the general impression that I had re¬ 
ceived from the scene, here so slightly sketched, 
was a very painful one. Turning away, I as¬ 
cended to the promenade deck, and there paced 
to and fro, in the solitude of wild Ontario at 
nightfall. The steersman sat in a small square 
apartment, at the forward extremity of the deck; 
but I soon forgot his presence, and ceased to 
hear the voices of two or three Canadian boat¬ 
men, who were chatting French in the forecastle. 
The stars were now brightening, as the twilight 
withdrew. The breeze had been strong through¬ 
out the day, and was still rising; while the bil¬ 
lows whitened around us, and rolled short and 
sharp, so as to give the vessel a most uneasy 
motion; indeed, the peculiar tossing of the 
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waves, on the lakes, often turns the stomachs 
of old seamen. No land was visible, for a head¬ 
wind had compelled us to keep farther seaward 
than in the ordinary passage. Far astern of us 
I saw the faint gleam of a white sail, which we 
were fast leaving; and it was singular, how much 
the sight of that distant sail increased my sense 
of the loneliness of our situation. 

For an hour or more I paced the promenade, 
meditating on the varied congregation of human 
life that was beneath me. I was troubled on 
account of the poor vagabonds of the deck. It 
seemed as if a particular Providence were more 
necessary for the guidance of this mob of de¬ 
sperate individuals than for people of better 
regulated lives; yet it was difficult to conceive 
how they were not lost from that guidance, drift¬ 
ing at large along the stream of existence. What 
was to become of them all, when not a single 
one had the certainty of food or shelter from 
one day to the next? And the women ! Had 
they been guarded by fond fathers, counselled 
by watchful mothers, and wooed with chaste 
and honorable love ? And if so, must not all 
these good influences have been done away by 
the disordered habits of their more recent life ? 
Amid such reflections I found no .better com¬ 
fort than in the hope and trust that it might 
be with these homeless exiles, in their passage 
through the world, as it was with them and all 
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of us, in the voyage on which we had embarked 
together. As we had all our destined port, and 
the skill of the steersman would suffice to bring 
us thither, so had each of these poor wanderers 
a home in futurity — and the God above them 
knew where to find it. 

It was cheering, also, to reflect, that nothing 
short of settled depravity could resist the 
strength of moral influences diffused through¬ 
out our native land (that stock of homebred 
virtue is large enough to absorb and neutralize 
so much of foreign vice), and that the outcasts 
of Europe, if not by their own choice, yet by 
an almost inevitable necessity, promote the wel¬ 
fare of the country that receives them to its 
bosom. 
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S CIENTIFIC men have been infinitely 
puzzled to explain the phenomena of 
sleep ; the reason being, perhaps, that 
they cannot examine into its nature, at the 
same time that they are undergoing its influ¬ 
ence. If a person, while asleep, were capable 
of noticing and recording his own sensations, a 
correct theory of the matter would probably 
soon be attained. Most of the present theories 
are dreams, it is true ; but they have the great 
disadvantage of being merely the dreams of 
waking men. 

Dr. Philip, an English physician, has paid 
much attention to the subject, and appears to 
have thrown considerable light upon it. His 
observations on the nature of sleep are so con¬ 
nected with his researches on other points of 
animal physiology, that the former cannot be 
fully understood without an acquaintance with 
the latter. An abstract, however, may be at¬ 
tempted, and perhaps be made sufficiently intel¬ 
ligible to interest the reader. 

He observes, that, in the more perfect ani¬ 
mals, there are two systems, in a great degree 
distinct from each other; one is the sensitive 
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system, by means of which we perceive, and act, 
and hold intercourse with the external world; 
the other is the vital system, by which existence 
is maintained. The sensitive system, alone, is 
subject to sleep. When the reasoning powers 
are fatigued by attention, the feelings by the 
indulgence of passion, the eye by objects of 
sight, the ear by sounds, and the muscles of 
voluntary motion by powerful and repeated 
exercise, they cease to be excited by ordinary 
stimulants ; and, unless stronger stimulants are 
applied, they fall into a state of rest. This is 
sleep; and during its continuance the excita¬ 
bility, which had previously been exhausted, is 
restored, and the nerves can be again acted 
upon by the usual stimulants. It is a law of 
the sensitive system, that it is subject to be thus 
alternately excited and exhausted; and unless 
the exhaustion is excessive, it does not interfere 
with health, but is entirely in the natural course 
of things. But that sleep alone is healthy which 
is easily broken. If from fatigue or any other 
cause it be unusually profound, such sleep par¬ 
takes of disease; because then the vital sys¬ 
tem, though it does not sleep, is affected by 
the torpor of the sensitive system. Thus, in 
very profound sleep, the movements of the 
respiratory organs are sluggish, and the blood, 
in consequence, is less frequently renovated 
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at the lungs, and therefore acts with dimin¬ 
ished power in keeping up the motion of the 
heart. 

As we have stated, it is the nature of the 
sensitive system to be alternately excited and 
exhausted. Now, there is this great difference 
between it and the vital system, that the latter 
is continually excited, but never, in its natural 
and healthy state, undergoes exhaustion, or 
needs repose in order to fit it for the perform¬ 
ance of its duties. It is continually at work, 
from the first moment of our lives till the last, 
and is never tired ; or if it be so, its weariness 
is the symptom of disease ; it does not resem¬ 
ble the healthy exhaustion of the sensitive sys¬ 
tem, but manifests itself in debility, whence the 
sufferer very slowly recovers, if at all. The 
heart belongs to the vital system ; it is continu¬ 
ally in a state of excitement and action, and is 
never weary of throbbing ; it works for a whole 
lifetime together, and never sleeps till it has 
done its task. Its sleep — the sleep of the vital 
system — is death ; for when it has once fairly 
sunk under exhaustion, there is no possibility 
of arousing it. The sensitive system, on the 
contrary, is aroused from its sleep by means of 
the vital system ; from which, during its repose, 
it has been collecting and accumulating fresh 
excitability, to supply the place of what was 
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wasted in the hours of wakefulness. The vital 
powers reinvigorate the exhausted sensitive 
powers; and therefore the latter may safely fall 
asleep; but Nature has provided no method 
of reinvigorating the exhausted vital powers, 
because she did not contemplate that they 
should ever need repose. Had we been cre¬ 
ated without this faculty of continual wakeful¬ 
ness in our hearts and the rest of our vital 
systems; had these organs been liable to fall 
asleep, like the sensitive ones, the first nap 
which we might happen to take would last till 
the Day of Judgment, for the simple reason 
that there would be no possibility of awaking 
us. Hence we may infer, that no living creature 
has ever been more than half asleep, and that 
only the dead sleep sound; their bodies, we 
mean, for their spirits are then more wide awake 
then than ever. 

How strange and mysterious is our love of 
sleep! Fond as we are of life, we are yet con¬ 
tent to spend a third of its little space in what, so 
far as relates to our own consciousness, is a daily 
or nightly annihilation. We congratulate our¬ 
selves when we have slept soundly ; as if it were 
a matter of rejoicing that thus much of time 
has been snatched from the sum total of our 
existence, that we are several steps nearer to 
our graves, without perceiving how we arrived 
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thither, or gaining either knowledge or enjoy¬ 
ment on the way. Well! — Eternity will make 
up the loss ; on no other consideration can a 
wise man reconcile himself to the necessity of 



BELLS 


C OWPER, in the person of Alexander 
Selkirk, finds no stronger mode of ex¬ 
pressing the dreary desolation of the 
island of Juan Fernandez, than the follow¬ 
ing:— 

“The Bound of the church-going bell 
These valleys and rocks never heard, 

Never sighed at the sound of a knell 
Nor smiled when the Sabbath appeared.’* 

The idea contained in these lines is true 
and powerful; we immediately feel all the lone¬ 
liness of the desert isle, “ far mid the melancholy 
main,” where man dwells not now, nor ever did 
dwell, nor has hallowed the hills and groves by 
his earthly sorrows, nor his hopes of immor¬ 
tality. All ears delight in the music of a bell. 
Milton, for instance, numbers it among his pen¬ 
sive pleasures. 

“ Oft on a plat of rising ground 
I hear the far-off Curfew sound, 

Over some wide-watered shore, 

Swinging slow with sullen roar.” 

The accents of its iron tongue have a strange 
influence over human sympathies; or rather, 
they chime in with every tone of sentiment, 
and make religion more venerable, grief more 
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tender, and joy more gladsome. Such an effect 
has been recognized from the earliest times. 
The Egyptians ushered in the festal days of 
their deities by the ringing of bells; and bells 
were rung, too, in some of the religious solem¬ 
nities of the ancient Greeks. 

It is supposed that bells were first introduced 
into Christian churches about the year 400 ; 
although they were not brought into general 
use till three or four centuries afterwards. They 
were given by princes and great men to religious 
communities; and, in the early ages of the 
Catholic faith, it was usual to baptize the bells 
with great ceremony ; the crossing, benediction, 
and other rites being performed by a bishop. 
Many marvellous virtues were attributed to 
them ; and among the rest, that of dispelling 
thunder-storms, in order to effect which they 
were generally rung amid the roar of the tem¬ 
pest. The church bells were also sounded at 
the moment when the soul of a dying person 
was passing from his body; a custom for which 
there were two reasons — one, that all Chris¬ 
tians might be reminded to pray for their de¬ 
parting brother; and the other, because the 
knell was believed to chase away the evil spirits 
who watched around the sinner’s death-bed. 

Bells have the same general shape in all coun¬ 
tries ; and it is conjectured that their form was 
imitated from that of a pot or kettle. They 
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have recently been made without any curvature 
of the sides, but straight up and down, like a 
tub. The largest bells in the world are in 
Nanking and in Moscow. In the former city, 
there were four bells of such size that, though 
they were never swung in the belfry, but merely 
struck with a wooden mallet, they caused the 
tower to fall, and are said to be still lying amid 
the ruins. In Moscow, there is a bell which 
was presented to the cathedral of that city by 
the Empress Anne, the height of which is 
twenty-one feet, its circumference near the bot¬ 
tom more than sixty-seven, and its weight at 
least four hundred and thirty-two thousand 
pounds. It remains in a deep pit, where it 
was cast, and has a fissure in its side through 
which two persons may pass abreast, without 
stooping. This enormous bell is worth above 
three hundred thousand dollars, considering it 
merely as a mass of old bell-metal, and without 
reckoning the gold and silver, a large amount 
of which is supposed to be mingled with its 
materials; for tradition affirms that, while the 
metal was in a state of fusion, many of the Rus¬ 
sian nobility and people threw in their plate and 
coin. The tone of a bell is thought to be 
greatly improved by a mixture of silver. Bell- 
metal is composed of copper and tin, generally 
in the proportion of twenty-three pounds of 
the latter to one hundred of the former; and it 
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iis a singular fact, that not only is the com¬ 
pound more sonorous than either of the metals 
separately, but it is also heavier than their ag¬ 
gregate weight. 

Bells of moderate size are moulded in the 
manner of large pots. In the manufacture of 
larger ones, pits are dug in the earth, and they 
are cast in a sort of plaster moulds. A cracked 
bell is generally considered as irremediably 
ruined; but attempts have recently been made, 
and sometimes with success, to restore the 
proper tone by cutting out the fractured part. 
While the Great Tom of Lincoln was under¬ 
going this operation, a piece was broken off the 
rim, eight feet in length, and weighing six 
hundred pounds. 

It would have been by no means wonderful 
if our pious ancestors, when they emigrated to 
New England, had rejected the use of bells, 
and refused to be thus summoned to public 
worship, because the same mode was practised 
in the churches and high cathedrals of the 
ancient faith. _ They do, in fact, in some coun¬ 
try towns, and probably in Boston, during the 
first years of its settlement, appear to have sub¬ 
stituted the beat of a drum, instead of the ring¬ 
ing of a bell, on Sabbaths and Lecture days. 
This, however, was attributable to the neces¬ 
sity of the case ; and bells were imported from 
England almost as soon as the Pilgrims had 
227 



SKETCHES AND ESSAYS 

exchanged the canopy of forest boughs for % 
temple built with hands. The earliest use of 
bells, in North America, was probably in the 
French and Catholic city of Quebec. Every 
little chapel in the wilderness, where the French 
Jesuits preached to the red men, had its bell. 
We recollect to have seen, in the museum of 
Bowdoin College, one which we believe had 
belonged to the chapel of the martyred Father 
Ralle. After the priest was slain, and his altar 
desecrated, by the bloody hands of the New 
England rangers, this bell, if we mistake not, 
lay hidden many years beneath the forest leaves; 
until, being accidentally brought to light, it was 
suspended in the belfry of the college chapel. 
The adventures of this bell would form a pretty 
and fanciful story, which we should be glad to 
write, if it were in our nature to be guilty of 
such nonsensical scribblings. 
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G OODMAN DUSTON and his wife, 
somewhat less than a century and a 
half ago, dwelt m Haverhill, at that 
time a small frontier settlement in the province 
of Massachusetts Bay. T hey had already added 
seven children to the King’s liege subjects in 
America; and Mrs. Dusron, about a week be¬ 
fore the period of our narrative, had blessed her 
husband with an eighth. One day in March, 
1698, when Mr. Duston had gone forth about 
his ordinary business, there fell out an event, 
which had nearly left him a childless man, and 
a widower besides. An Indian war party, after 
traversing the trackless forest all the way from 
Canada, broke in upon their remote and de¬ 
fenceless town. Goodman Duston heard the 
war-whoop and alarm, and, being on horseback, 
immediately set off full speed to look after the 
safety of his family. As he dashed along, he 
beheld dark wreaths of smoke eddying from 
the roofs of several dwellings near the road¬ 
side ; while the groans of dying men, the 
shrieks of affrighted women, and the screams 
of children pierced his ear, all mingled with the 
horrid yell of the raging savages. The poor 
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man trembled, yet spurred on so much the fas¬ 
ter, dreading that he should find his own cot¬ 
tage in a blaze, his wife murdered in her bed, 
and his little ones tossed into the flames. But, 
drawing near the door, he saw his seven elder 
children, of all ages between two years and 
seventeen, issuing out together, and running 
down the road to meet him. The father only 
bade them make the best of their way to the 
nearest garrison, and, without a moment’s pause, 
flung himself from his horse, and rushed into 
Mrs. Duston’s bedchamber. 

The good woman, as we have before hinted, 
had lately added an eighth to the seven former 
proofs of her conjugal affection ; and she now 
lay with the infant in her arms, and her nurse, 
the widow Mary Neff, watching by her bedside. 
Such was Mrs. Duston’s helpless state, when 
her pale and breathless husband burst into the 
chamber, bidding her instantly to rise and flee 
for her life. Scarcely were the words out of his 
mouth, when the Indian yell was heard; and 
staring wildly out of the window, Goodman 
Duston saw that the bloodthirsty foe was close 
at hand. At this terrible instant, it appears that 
the thought of his children’s danger rushed so 
powerfully upon his heart, that he quite forgot 
the still more perilous situation of his wife; or, 
as is not improbable, he had such knowledge 
of the good lady’s character as afforded him a 
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comfortable hope that she would hold her own, 
even in a contest with a whole tribe of Indians. 
However that might be, he seized his gun and 
rushed out of doors again, meaning to gallop 
after his seven children, and snatch up one of 
them in his flight, lest his whole race and gen¬ 
eration should be blotted from the earth in that 
fatal hour. With this idea, he rode up behind 
them, swift as the wind. They had, by this 
time, got about forty rods from the house, all 
pressing forward in a group; and though the 
younger children tripped and stumbled, yet the 
elder ones were not prevailed upon, by the fear 
of death, to take to their heels and leave these 
poor little souls to perish. Hearing the tramp 
of hoofs in their rear, they looked round, and 
espying Goodman Duston, all suddenly stopped. 
The little ones stretched out their arms; while 
the elder boys and girls, as it were, resigned 
their charge into his hands ; and all the seven 
children seemed to say, — “ Here is our father 1 
Now we are safe ! ” 

But if ever a poor mortal was in trouble, and 
perplexity, and anguish of spirit, that man was 
Mr. Duston ! He felt his heart yearn towards 
these seven poor helpless children, as if each 
were singly possessed of his whole affections; 
for not one among them all but had some pe¬ 
culiar claim to their dear father’s love. There 
was his first-born; there, too, the little one 
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who, till within a week past, had been the baby ; 
there was a girl with her mother’s features, and 
a boy, the picture of himself, and another in 
whom the looks of both parents were mingled; 
there was one child, whom he loved for his 
mild, quiet, and holy disposition, and destined 
him to be a minister; and another, whom he 
loved not less for his rough and fearless spirit, 
and who, could he live to be a man, would do 
a man’s part against these bloody Indians. 
Goodman Duston looked at the poor things, 
one by one; and with yearning fondness, he 
looked at them all, together; then he gazed up 
to Heaven for a moment, and finally waved his 
hand to his seven beloved ones. “ Go on, my 
children,” said he calmly. “We will live or 
die together! ” 

He reined in his horse, and caused him to 
walk behind the children, who, hand in hand, 
went onward, hushing their sobs and wailings, 
lest these sounds should bring the savages upon 
them. Nor was it long before the fugitives 
had proof that the red devils had found their 
track. There was a curl of smoke from behind 
the huge trunk of a tree, a sudden and sharp 
report echoed through the woods, and a bul¬ 
let hissed over Goodman Duston’s shoulder 
and passed above the children’s heads. The 
father, turning half round on his horse, took 
aim and fired at the skulking foe, with such ef- 
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feet as to cause a momentary delay of the pur¬ 
suit. Another shot — and another — whistled 
from the covert of the forest; but still the little 
band pressed on, unharmed; and the stealthy 
nature of the Indians forbade them to rush 
boldly forward, in the face of so firm an enemy 
as Goodman Duston. Thus he and his seven 
children continued their retreat, creeping along, 
as Cotton Mather observes, “ at the pace of a 
child of five years old,” 'ill the stockades of a 
little frontier fortress appeared in view, and the 
savages gave up the chase. 

We must not forget Mrs. Duston, in her dis¬ 
tress. Scarcely had her husband fled from the 
house, ere the chamber was thronged with the 
horrible visages of the wild Indians, bedaubed 
with paint and besmeared with blood, brandish¬ 
ing their tomahawks in her face, and threaten¬ 
ing to add her scalp to those that were already 
hanging at their girdles. It was, however, their 
interest to save her alive, if the thing might be, 
in order to exact ransom. Our great-great- 
grandmothers, when taken captive in the old 
times of Indian warfare, appear, in nine cases 
out of ten, to have been in pretty much such 
a delicate situation as Mrs. Duston ; notwith¬ 
standing which, they were wonderfully sustained 
through long, rough, and hurried marches, 
amid toil, weariness, and starvation, such as the 
Indians themselves could hardly endure. See- 
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ing that there was no help for it, Mrs. Duston 
rose, and she and the widow Neff, with the in¬ 
fant in her arms, followed their captors out of 
doors. As they crossed the threshold, the poor 
babe set up a feeble wail; it was its death cry. 
In an instant, an Indian seized it by the heels, 
swung it in the air, dashed out its brains against 
the trunk of the nearest tree, and threw the lit¬ 
tle corpse at the mother’s feet. Perhaps it was 
the remembrance of that moment that hard¬ 
ened Hannah Duston’s heart, when her time 
of vengeance came. But now, nothing could 
be done but to stifle her grief and rage within 
her bosom, and follow the Indians into the dark 
gloom of the forest, hardly venturing to throw 
a parting glance at the blazing cottage, where 
she had dwelt happily with her husband, and 
had borne him eight children, — the seven, of 
whose fate she knew nothing, and the infant, 
whom she had just seen murdered. 

The first day’s march was fifteen miles; and 
during that, and many succeeding days, Mrs. 
Duston kept pace with her captors; for, had 
she lagged behind, a tomahawk would at once 
have been sunk into her brains. More than 
one terrible warning was given her; more than 
one of her fellow captives, — of whom there 
were many, — after tottering feebly, at length 
sank upon the ground ; the next moment, the 
death groan was breathed, and the scalp was 
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reeking at an Indian’s girdle. The unburied 
corpse was left in the forest, till the rites of 
sepulture should be performed by the autumnal 
gales, strewing the withered leaves upon the 
whitened bones. When out of danger of im¬ 
mediate pursuit, the prisoners, according to 
Indian custom, were divided among different 
parties of the savages, each of whom were to 
shift for themselves. Mrs. Duston, the widow 
Neff, and an English lad fell to the lot of a 
family consisting of two stout warriors, three 
squaws, and seven children. These Indians, 
like most with whom the French had held in¬ 
tercourse, were Catholics ; and Cotton Mather 
affirms, on Mrs. Duston’s authority, that they 
prayed at morning, noon, and night, nor ever 
partook of food without a prayer ; nor suffered 
their children to sleep till they had prayed 
to the Christian’s God. Mather, like an ofd 
hard-hearted, pedantic bigot as he was, seems 
trebly to exult in the destruction of these poor 
wretches, on account of their popish supersti¬ 
tions. Yet what can be more touching than to 
think of these wild Indians, in their loneliness 
and their wanderings, wherever they went among 
the dark, mysterious woods, still keeping up 
domestic worship, with all the regularity of a 
household at its peaceful fireside. 

They were travelling to a rendezvous of the 
savages, somewhere in the northeast. One 
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night, being now above a hundred miles from 
Haverhill, the red men and women, and the red 
children, and the three palefaces, Mrs. Dus- 
ton, the widow Neff, and the English lad, 
made their encampment, and kindled a fire be¬ 
neath the gloomy old trees, on a small island in 
Contocook River. The barbarians sat down to 
what scanty food Providence had sent them, 
and shared it with their prisoners, as if they had 
all been the children of one wigwam, and had. 
grown up together oi> the margin of the same 
river within the shadow of the forest. Then 
the Indians said their prayers — the prayers that 
the Romish priests had taught them — and made 
the sign of the cross upon their dusky breasts, 
and composed themselves to rest. But the 
three prisoners prayed apart; and when their 
petitions were ended, they likewise lay down, 
with their feet to the fire. The night wore on ; 
and the light and cautious slumbers of the red 
men were often broken by the rush and ripple 
of the stream, or the groaning and moaning of 
the forest, as if nature were wailing over her 
wild children; and sometimes, too, the little 
redskins cried in sleep, and the Indian mothers 
awoke to hush them. But, a little before break 
of day, a deep, dead slumber fell upon the In¬ 
dians. “ See,” cries Cotton Mather trium¬ 
phantly, “ if it prove not so ! ” 

Up rose Mrs. Duston, holding her own breath, 
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to listen to the long, deep breathing of her cap- 
tors. Then she stirred the widow Neff, whose 
place was by her own, and likewise the English 
lad; and all three stood up, with the doubtful 
gleam of the decaying fire hovering upon their 
ghastly visages, as they stared round at the 
fated slumberers. The next instant each of the 
three captives held a tomahawk. Hark ! that 
low moan, as of one in a troubled dream — it 
told a warrior’s death pang ! Another! — An¬ 
other ! — and the third half-uttered groan was 
from a woman’s lips. But, O, the children ! 
Their skins are red ; yet spare them, Hannah 
Duston, spare those seven little ones, for the 
sake of the seven that have fed at your own 
breast. “ Seven,” quoth Mrs. Duston to her¬ 
self. “Eight children have I borne — and 
where are the seven, and where is the eighth! ” 
The thought nerved her arm ; and the copper- 
colored babes slept the same dead sleep with 
their Indian mothers. Of all that family, only 
one woman escaped, dreadfully wounded, and 
fled shrieking into the wilderness! and a boy, 
whom, it is said, Mrs. Duston had meant to 
save alive. But he did well to flee from the 
raging tigress! There was little safety for a 
redskin, when Hannah Duston’s blood was up. 

The work being finished, Mrs. Duston laid 
hold of the long black hair of the warriors, and 
the women, and the children, and took all their 
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ten scalps, and left the island, which bears her 
name to this very day. According to our no¬ 
tion, it should be held accursed, for her sake. 
Would that the bloody old hag had been 
drowned in crossing Contocook River, or that 
she had sunk over head and ears in a swamp, 
and been there buried, till summoned forth to 
corffront her victims at the Day of Judgment; 
or that she had gone astray and been starved to 
death in the forest, and nothing ever seen of her 
again, save her skeleton, with the ten scalps 
twisted round it for a girdle ! But, on the con¬ 
trary, she and her companions came safe home, 
and received the bounty on the dead Indians, 
besides liberal presents from private gentlemen, 
and fifty pounds from the Governor of Mary¬ 
land. In her old age, being sunk into decayed 
circumstances, she claimed, and, we believe, 
received a pension, as a further price of blood. 

This awful woman, and that tender-hearted 
yet valiant man, her husband, will be remem¬ 
bered as long as the deeds of old times are told 
round a New England fireside. But how dif¬ 
ferent is her renown from his! 
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“ The man in the moon 
Came down too soon.” 

Mother Goose. 

D URING my childhood, a favorite 
maiden cousin kindly supplied me 
with a fishing apparatus, on a fine 
summer’s day. I forthwith set out at full speed 
for a brook about half a mile distant, impatient 
to try my skill, and to procure a supply of fish. 
I dashed the hook into the water, and, in a few 
moments, caught a chub nearly three inches in 
length ! This was too much for my equanimity. 
It was more than could be borne. I was no 
longer able to contain myself, but tripped home, 
full of animation and delight, to make known 
the happy event, and to show the fish. But 
what was my chagrin, when, upon arriving at 
home, my news was received with no interest, 
and my fish was hooted at as a little, worthless 
thing. All my feelings of self-complacency 
were dashed to the earth ; instead of looking 
with pride upon the exploit, I was excessively 
mortified, and trudged back, with heartless steps, 
dispirited and wearied, to make up for former 
haste by renewed perseverance. 
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Since having seen more of the world, I find 
that older people err in the same way, and on 
more important subjects. Young men take it 
into their heads to study a profession. They 
commence full of ardor, and rush to school with 
a determination to make themselves masters of 
the important branches of knowledge. They 
begin the course, impatient to subdue the strong 
fortresses of science, and to clear the way for an 
efficient course of action. But when they have 
once got possession of a little knowledge, the 
same impatience, which originally prompted 
them to study, now, with double force, stimu¬ 
lates them to show off. They therefore improve 
every opportunity of throwing themselves for¬ 
ward, of proclaiming their pretensions, and of 
calling for admiration. But their little fish is 
despised. Their shallowness is seen through. 
Men will not admire them, and they must either 
give up all pretensions to eminence, or go back 
to the place from whence they came, and set to 
work in earnest to prepare for the duties of life, 
by long, careful, and laborious industry. 

The gourd, which grew up in a night, with¬ 
ered when shone upon by the morning sun; 
the young man whose greatness comes suddenly 
upon him must be aware of exposing himself 
to the keen and scorching eye of the world. 
He must not only build up a character, but 
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also give it time to consolidate and harden, be¬ 
fore laying it open to the winds and storms of 
heaven. 

• Nothing can be more foolish or more ridicu¬ 
lous (were it not for the serious consequences 
which follow, when young Phaetons are allowed 
to mount their fathers’ chariots) — nothing can 
be more foolish or more ridiculous than the 
eagerness with which gaunt and goslin-like 
youths strive to break through the barriers by 
which their elders would restrain them, and rush 
at once into the public arena, where only giant 
arms and iron nerves can hope to be of any 
avail. And yet nothing is more common. In 
this goodly age, there are so many ways of pre¬ 
mature advancement, so many opportunities of 
making a display by means of superficial or 
erroneous information, that he must be endued 
with uncommon strength of purpose who is 
able to disregard them. 

Young men seem to labor under the appre¬ 
hension that the public cannot do without them, 
and that every year which they spend in pre¬ 
paratory' discipline is so much time stolen from 
the community. They see abuses in the state, 
and long to correct them. They see unhealthy 
excrescences deforming the national literature 
and marring the political institutions of their 
country, and would fain apply the caustic and 
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the scissors immediately; forgetting that, in con¬ 
sequence of their inexperience and incapacity, 
they might leave wounds and scars more hid¬ 
eous and more dangerous than the original dis¬ 
orders. 

But few, however, are thus disinterested in 
their motives. Most are earnest to enjoy the 
fruit of study and the reward of industry, with¬ 
out the accompanying labor. They think more 
of getting into business than of fitting them¬ 
selves for it. They are eager to get hearers, to 
get patients, to get clients, to get reputation, to 
get money before the time ; and they are just 
as reasonable in their conduct as the young 
smith, who, being all impatience to enjoy the 
golden harvest of his smutty trade, could not 
wait until a pair of tongs were procured, but at 
once seized the burning iron with naked hands. 
He, however, soon felt the folly of his conduct, 
while professional students persist in error 
“ without all hope of change.” 

They cannot grow rich by the only true 
means, — by industry and perseverance, — but 
snatch at gilded clouds, which elude their grasp, 
and which, if caught, would be found almost as 
empty as the heads of those who snatch at them. 
They cannot become renowned in the usual 
manner, but must find some more ready way, 
some by-path to the temple of fame, and be 
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borne thither on the shoulders of the mob or 
the huzzas of the rabble. But, failing in their 
first attempts, they become discouraged, and 
dwindle down into the most insignificant and 
contemptible of creatures. 
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N EVER did a pilgrim approach Niagara 
with deeper enthusiasm than mine. I 
had lingered away from it, and wan¬ 
dered to other scenes, because my treasury of 
anticipated enjoyments, comprising all the won¬ 
ders of the world, had nothing else so magnifi¬ 
cent, and I was loath to exchange the pleasures 
of hope for those of memory so soon. At 
length the day came. The stage-coach, with a 
Frenchman and myself on the back seat, had 
already left Lewiston, and in less than an hour 
would set us down in Manchester. I began to 
listen for the roar of the cataract, and trembled 
with a sensation like dread, as the moment drew 
nigh when its voice of ages must roll, for the 
first time, on my ear. The French gentleman 
stretched himself from the window, and ex¬ 
pressed loud admiration, while, by a sudden 
impulse, I threw myself back and closed my 
eyes. When the scene shut in, I was glad to 
think that for me the whole burst of Niagara 
was yet in futurity. We rolled on, and entered 
the village of Manchester, bordering on the 
falls. 

I am quite ashamed of myself here. Not that 
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I ran, like a madman to the falls, and plunged 
into the thickest of the spray, — never stopping 
to breathe, till breathing was impossible: not 
that I committed this, or any other suitable ex¬ 
travagance. On the contrary, I alighted with 
perfect decency and composure, gave my cloak 
to the black waiter, pointed out my baggage, and 
inquired, not the nearest way to the cataract, but 
about the dinner-hour. T he interval was spent 
in arranging my dress. Within the last fifteen 
minutes, my mind had grown strangely be¬ 
numbed, and my spirits apathetic, with a slight 
depression, not decided enough to be termed 
sadness. My enthusiasm was in a deathlike 
slumber. Without aspiring to immortality, as 
he did, I could have imitated that English trav¬ 
eller, who turned back from the point where he 
first heard the thunder of Niagara, after crossing 
the ocean to behold it. Many a Western trader, 
by the bye, has performed a similar act of hero¬ 
ism with more heroic simplicity, deeming it no 
such wonderful feat to dine at the hotel and re¬ 
sume his route to Buffalo or Lewiston, while 
the cataract was roaring unseen. 

Such has often been my apathy when ob¬ 
jects, long sought and earnestly desired, were 
placed within my reach. After dinner — at 
which an unwonted and perverse epicurism de¬ 
tained me longer than usual—I lighted a cigar 
and paced the piazza, minutely attentive to the 
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aspect and business of a very ordinary village. 
Finally, with reluctant step and the feeling of 
an intruder, I walked towards Goat Island. At 
the toll-house there were further excuses for 
delaying the inevitable moment. My signature 
was required in a huge ledger, containing simi¬ 
lar records innumerable, many of which I read. 
The skin of a great sturgeon, and other fishes, 
beasts, and reptiles; a collection of minerals, 
such as lie in heaps near the falls; some Indian 
moccasins, and other trifles, made of deer-skin 
and embroidered with beads; several newspa¬ 
pers from Montreal, New York, and Boston,— 
all attracted me in turn. Out of a number of 
twisted sticks, the manufacture of a Tuscarora 
Indian, I selected one of curled maple, curiously 
convoluted, and adorned with the carved images 
of a snake and a fish. Using this as my pil¬ 
grim’s staff, I crossed the bridge. Above and 
below me were the rapids, a river of impetuous 
snow, with here and there a dark rock amid its 
whiteness, resisting all the physical fury, as any 
cold spirit did the moral influences of the scene. 
On reaching Goat Island, which separates the two 
great segments of the falls, I chose the right- 
hand path, and followed it to the edge of the 
American cascade. There, while the falling 
sheet was yet invisible, I saw the vapor that never 
vanishes, and the Eternal Rainbow of Niagara. 

It was an afternoon of glorious sunshine, 
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without a cloud, save those of the cataracts. I 
gained an insulated rock, and beheld a broad 
sheet of brilliant and unbroken foam, not shoot¬ 
ing in a curved line from the top of the preci¬ 
pice, but falling headlong down from height to 
depth. A narrow stream diverged from the 
main branch, and hurried over the crag by a 
channel of its own, leaving a little pine-clad 
island and a streak of precipice between itself 
and the larger sheet. Below arose the mist, on 
which was painted a dazzling sunbow with two 
concentric shadows, — one, almost as perfect 
as the original brightness ; and the other, drawn 
faintly round the broken edge of the cloud. 

Still I had not half seen Niagara. Following 
the verge of the island, the path led me to the 
Horseshoe, where the real, broad St. Lawrence, 
rushing along on a level with its banks, pours its 
whole breadth over a concave line of precipice, 
and thence pursues its course between lofty 
crags towards Ontario. A sort of bridge, two 
or three feet wide, stretches out along the edge 
of the descending sheet, and hangs upon the 
rising mist, as if that were the foundation of 
the frail structure. Here I stationed myself in 
the blast of wind, which the rushing river bore 
along with it. The bridge was tremulous be¬ 
neath me, and marked the tremor of the solid 
earth. I looked along the whitening rapids, and 
endeavored to distinguish a mass of water far 
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above the falls, to follow it to their verge, and 
go down with it, in fancy, to the abyss of clouds 
and storm. Casting my eyes across the river, 
and every side, I took in the whole scene at a 
glance, and tried to comprehend it in one vast 
idea. After an hour thus spent, I left the 
bridge, and, by a staircase, winding almost in¬ 
terminably round a post, descended to the base 
of the precipice. From that point my path 
lay over slippery stones, and among great frag¬ 
ments of the cliff, to the edge of the cataract, 
where the wind at once enveloped me in spray, 
and perhaps dashed the rainbow round me. 
Were my long desires fulfilled? And had I 
seen Niagara? 

O that I had never heard of Niagara till I 
beheld it! Blessed were the wanderers of old, 
who heard its deep roar sounding through the 
woods, as the summons to an unknown wonder, 
and approached its awful brink in all the fresh¬ 
ness of native feeling. Had its own mysterious 
voice been the first to warn me of its existence, 
then, indeed, I might have knelt down and wor¬ 
shipped. But I had come thither, haunted 
with a vision of foam and fury, and dizzy cliffs, 
and an ocean tumbling down out of the sky, — 
a scene, in short, which nature had too much 
good taste and calm simplicity to realize. My 
mind had struggled to adapt these false concep¬ 
tions to the reality, and finding the effort vain, 
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a wretched sense of disappointment weighed me 
down. I climbed the precipice, and threw my¬ 
self on the earth, feeling that I was unworthy 
to look at the Great Falls, and careless about 
beholding them again. . . . 

All that night, as there has been and will be 
for ages past and to come, a rushing sound was 
heard, as if a great tempest was sweeping through 
the air. It mingled with my dreams, and made 
them full of storm and whirlwind. Whenever 
I awoke, and heard this dread sound in the air, 
and the windows rattling as with a mighty blast, 
I could not rest again, till looking forth, 1 saw 
how bright the stars were, and that every leaf 
in the garden was motionless. Never was a 
summer night more calm to the eye, nor a gale 
of autumn louder to the ear. The rushing sound 
proceeds from the rapids, and the rattling of the 
casements is but an effect of the vibration of 
the whole house, shaken by the jar of the cata¬ 
ract. The noise of the rapids draws the atten¬ 
tion from the true voice of Niagara, which is a 
dull, muffled thunder, resounding between the 
cliffs. I spent a wakeful hour at midnight, in 
distinguishing its reverberations, and rejoiced to 
find that my former awe and enthusiasm were 
reviving. 

Gradually, and after much contemplation, I 
came to know, by my own feelings, that Niag¬ 
ara is indeed a wonder of the world, and not the 
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less wonderful because time and thought must 
be employed in comprehending it. Casting 
aside all preconceived notions, and preparation 
to be dire-struck or delighted, the beholder 
must stand beside it in the simplicity of his 
heart, suffering the mighty scene to work its 
own impression. Night after night I dreamed 
of it, and was gladdened every morning by the 
consciousness of a growing capacity to enjoy it. 
Yet I will not pretend to the all-absorbing en¬ 
thusiasm of some more fortunate spectators, nor 
deny that very trifling causes would draw my 
eyes and thoughts from the cataract. 

The last day that I was to spend at Niagara, 
before my departure for the Far West, I sat 
upon the Table Rock. This celebrated station 
did not now, as of old > project fifty feet beyond 
the line of the precipice, but was shattered by 
the fall of an immense fragment, which lay dis¬ 
tant on the shore below. Still, on the utmost 
verge of the rock, with my feet hanging over it, 
I felt as if suspended in the open air. Never 
before had my mind been in such perfect unison 
with the scene. There were intervals when I 
was conscious of nothing but the great river, 
rolling calmly into the abyss, rather descending 
than precipitating itself, and acquiring tenfold 
majesty from its unhurried motion. It came 
like the march of Destiny. It was not taken 
by surprise, but seemed to have anticipated, in 
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all its course through the broad lakes, that it 
must pour their collected waters down this 
height. The perfect foam of the river after its 
descent, and the ever varying shapes of mist ris¬ 
ing up to become clouds in the sky, would be the 
very picture of confusion, were it merely tran¬ 
sient, like the rage of a tempest. But when the 
beholder has stood awhile, and perceives no lull 
in the storm, and considers that the vapor and 
the foam are as everlasting as the rocks which 
produce them, all this turmoil assumes a sort 
of calmness. It soothes while it awes the mind. 

Leaning over the cliff, I saw the guide con¬ 
ducting two adventurers behind the falls. It 
was pleasant, from that high seat in the sun¬ 
shine, to observe them struggling against the 
eternal storm of the lower regions, with heads 
bent down, now faltering, now pressing forward, 
and finally swallowed up in their victory. After 
their disappearance, a blast rushed out with an 
old hat, which it had swept from one of their 
heads. The rock, to which they were directing 
their unseen course, is marked, at a fearful dis¬ 
tance on the exterior of the sheet, by a jet of 
foam. The attempt to reach it appears both 
poetical and perilous to a looker-on, but may 
be accomplished without much more difficulty 
or hazard than in stemming a violent north¬ 
easter. |n a few moments, forth came the 
children of the mist. Dripping and breathless, 
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they crept along the base of the cliff, ascended 
to the guide’s cottage, and received, I presume, 
a certificate of their achievement, with three 
verses of sublime poetry on the back. 

My contemplations were often interrupted 
by strangers who came down from Forsyth’s 
to take their first view of the falls. A short, 
ruddy, middle-aged gentleman, fresh from Old 
England, peeped over the rock, and evinced his 
approbation by a broad grin. His spouse, a 
very robust lady, afforded a sweet example of 
maternal solicitude, being so intent on the safety 
of her little boy that she did not even glance 
at Niagara. As for the child, he gave himself 
wholly to the enjoyment of a stick of candy. 
Another traveller, a native American, and no 
rare character among us, produced a volume of 
Captain Hall’s tour, and labored earnestly to 
adjust Niagara to the captain’s description, de¬ 
parting, at last, without one new idea or sensa¬ 
tion of his own. The next comer was provided, 
not with a printed book, but with a blank sheet 
of foolscap, from top to bottom of which, by 
means of an over-pointed pencil, the cataract 
was made to thunder. In a little talk which 
we had together, he awarded his approbation 
to the general view, but censured the position 
of Goat Island, observing that it should have 
been thrown farther to the right, so as to widen 
the American falls and contract those of the. 
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Horseshoe. Next appeared two traders of 
Michigan, who declared that, upon the whole, 
the sight was worth looking at; there certainly 
was an immense water-power here; but that, 
after all, they would go twice as far to see the 
noble stoneworks of Lockport, where the Grand 
Canal is locked down a descent of sixty feet. 
They were succeeded by a young fellow, in a 
homespun cotton dress, w th a staff in his hand 
and a pack over his shoulders. He advanced 
close to the edge of the rock, where his atten¬ 
tion, at first wavering among the different com¬ 
ponents of the scene, finally became fixed in the 
angle of the Horseshoe falls, which is, indeed, 
the central point of interest. His whole soul 
seemed to go forth and be transported thither, 
till the staff slipped from his relaxed grasp, and 
falling down — down — down — struck upon 
the fragment of the Table Rock. 

In this manner I spent some hours, watching 
the varied impression made by the cataract on 
those who disturbed me, and returning to un¬ 
wearied contemplation when left alone. At 
length my time came to depart. There is a 
grassy footpath through the woods, along the 
summit of the bank, to a point whence a cause¬ 
way, hewn in the side of the precipice, goes 
winding down to the Ferry, about half a mile 
below the Table Rock. The sun was near set¬ 
ting when I emerged from the shadow of the 
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trees, and began the descent. The indirectness 
of my downward road continually changed the 
point of view, and showed me, in rich and re¬ 
peated succession, now, the whitening rapids 
and majestic leap of the main river, which ap¬ 
peared more deeply massive as the light de¬ 
parted ; now, the lovelier picture, yet still sub¬ 
lime, of Goat Island, with its rocks and grove, 
and the lesser falls, tumbling over the right 
bank of the St. Lawrence, like a tributary 
stream; now, the long vista of the river, as it 
eddied and whirled between the cliffs, to pass 
through Ontario toward the sea, and everywhere 
to be wondered at, for this one unrivalled scene. 
The golden sunshine tinged the sheet of the 
American cascade, and painted on its heaving 
spray the broken semicircle of a rainbow, hea¬ 
ven’s own beauty crowning earth’s sublimity. 
My steps were slow, and I paused long at every 
turn of the descent, as one lingers and pauses 
who discerns a brighter and brightening excel¬ 
lence in what he must soon behold no more. 
The solitude of the old wilderness now reigned 
over the whole vicinity of the falls. My en¬ 
joyment became the more rapturous, because no 
poet shared it, nor wretch devoid of poetry 
profaned it; but the spot so famous through 
the world was all my own ! 
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N OW talk we of graves and goblins! 

Fit themes, — start not! gentle reader, 
— fit for a ghost like me. Yes; 
though an earth-clogged fancy is laboring with 
these conceptions, and ar eaithly hand will 
write them down for mortal eyes to read, still 
their essence flows from as airy a ghost as ever 
basked in the pale starlight at twelve o’clock. 
Judge them not by the gross and heavy form 
in which they now appear. They may be 
gross, indeed, with the earthly pollution con¬ 
tracted from the brain through which they 
pass; and heavy with the burden of mortal lan¬ 
guage, that crushes all the finer intelligences 
of the soul. This is no fault of mine. But 
should aught of ethereal spirit be perceptible, yet 
scarcely so, glimmering along the dull train of 
words, — should a faint perfume breathe from 
the mass of clay, — then, gentle reader, thank 
the ghost who thus embodies himself for your 
sake ! Will you believe me, if I say that all 
true and noble thoughts, and elevated imagina¬ 
tions, are but partly the offspring of the intel¬ 
lect which seems to produce them ? Sprites, 
that were poets once, and are now all poetry, 
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hover round the dreaming bard, and become 
his inspiration; buried statesmen lend their 
wisdom, gathered on earth and mellowed in the 
grave, to the historian ; and when the preacher 
rises nearest to the level of his mighty subject, 
it is because the prophets of old days have 
communed with him. Who has not been con¬ 
scious of mysteries within his mind, mysteries 
of truth and reality, which will not wear the 
chains of language ? Mortal, then the dead 
were with you ! And thus shall the earth-dulled 
soul, whom I inspire, be conscious of a misty 
brightness among his thoughts, and strive to 
make it gleam upon the page, — but all in vain. 
Poor author ! How will he despise what he 
can grasp, for the sake of the dim glory that 
eludes him! 

So talk we of graves and goblins. But, what 
have ghosts to do with graves ? Mortal man, 
wearing the dust which shall require a sepul¬ 
chre, might deem it more a home and resting- 
place than a spirit can, whose earthly clod has 
returned to earth. Thus philosophers have 
reasoned. Yet wiser they who adhere to the 
ancient sentiment, that a phantom haunts and 
hallows the marble tomb or grassy hillock 
where its material form was laid. Till purified 
from each stain of clay ; till the passions of the 
living world are all forgotten ; till it have less 
brotherhood with the wayfarers of earth than 
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with spirits that never wore mortality, — the 
ghost must linger round the grave. O, it is a 
long and dreary watch to some of us ! 

Even in early childhood, I had selected a 
sweet spot, of shade and glimmering sunshine, 
for my grave. It was no burial ground, but a 
secluded nook of virgin earth, where I used to 
sit, whole summer afternoons, dreaming about 
life and death. My fancy rpened prematurely, 
and taught me secrets which I could not other¬ 
wise have known. I pictured the coming years, 
— they never came to me, indeed ; but I pic¬ 
tured them like life, and made this spot the 
scene of all that should be brightest, in youth, 
manhood, and old age. There, in a little while, 
it would be time for me to breathe the bashful 
and burning vows of first love ; thither, after 
gathering fame abroad, I would return to en¬ 
joy the loud plaudit of the world, a vast but 
unobtrusive sound, like the booming of a dis¬ 
tant sea; and thither, at the far-off close of life, 
an aged man would come, to dream, as the boy 
was dreaming, and be as happy in the past as 
he was in futurity. Finally, when all should 
be finished, in that spot so hallowed, in that 
soil so impregnated with the most precious of 
my bliss, there was to be my grave. Me- 
thought it would be the sweetest grave that 
ever a mortal frame reposed in, or an ethereal 
spirit haunted. There, too, in future times, 
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drawn thither by the spell which I had breathed 
around the place, boyhood would sport and 
dream, and youth would love, and manhood 
would enjoy, and age would dream again, and 
my ghost would watch but never frighten them. 
Alas, the vanity of mortal projects, even when 
they centre in the grave! I died in my first 
youth, before I had been a lover; at a distance, 
also, from the grave which fancy had dug for 
me ; and they buried me in the thronged ceme¬ 
tery of a town, where my marble slab stands 
unnoticed amid a hundred others. And there 
are coffins on each side of mine ! 

“ Alas, poor ghost ! ” will the reader say. 
Yet I am a happy ghost enough, and disposed 
to be contented with my grave, if the sexton 
will but let it be my own, and bring no other 
dead man to dispute my title. Earth has left 
few stains upon me, and it will be but a short 
time that I need haunt the place. It is good 
to die in early youth. Had I lived out three¬ 
score years and ten, or half of them, my spirit 
would have been so earth-incrusted, that centu¬ 
ries might not have purified it for a better 
home than the dark precincts of the grave. 
Meantime, there is good choice of company 
amongst us. From twilight till near sunrise 
we are gliding to and fro, some in the grave¬ 
yard, others miles away ; and, would we speak 
with any friend, we do but knock against his 
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tombstone, and pronounce the name engraved 
on it: in an instant, there the shadow stands! 

Some are ghosts of considerable antiquity. 
There is an old man hereabout; he never had 
a tombstone, and is often puzzled to distinguish 
his own grave; but hereabouts he haunts, and 
long is doomed to haunt. He was a miser in 
his lifetime, and buried a strong-box of ill-got¬ 
ten gold, almost fresh from the mint, in the 
coinage of William and Mary. Scarcely was it 
safe, when the sexton buried the old man, and 
his secret with him. I could point out the 
place where the treasure lies ; it was at the bot¬ 
tom of the miser’s garden ; but a paved thor¬ 
oughfare now passes beside the spot, and the 
corner-stone of a market-house presses right 
down upon it. Had the workmen dug six 
inches deeper, they would have found the hoard. 
Now thither must this poor old miser go, whether 
in starlight, moonshine, or pitch darkness, and 
brood above his worthless treasure, recalling all 
the petty crimes by which he gained it. Not a 
coin must he fail to reckon in his memory, nor 
forget a pennyworth of the sin that made up the 
sum, though his agony is such as if the pieces 
of gold, red-hot, were stamped into his naked 
soul. Often, while he is in torment there, he 
hears the steps of living men, whp love the dross 
of earth as well as he did. May they never 
groan over their miserable wealth like him 1 
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Night after night, for above a hundred years, 
hath he done this penance, and still. must he do 
it, till the iron box be brought to light, and each 
separate coin be cleansed by grateful tears of a 
widow or an orphan. My spirit sighs for his 
long vigil at the corner of the market-house! 

There are ghosts whom I tremble to meet, 
and cannot think of without a shudder. One 
has the guilt of blood upon him. The soul 
which he thrust untimely forth has long since 
been summoned from our gloomy graveyard, 
and dwells among the stars of heaven, too far 
and too high for even the recollection of mortal 
anguish to ascend thither. Not so the mur¬ 
derer’s ghost! It is his doom.to spend all the 
hours of darkness in the spot which he stained 
with innocent blood, and to feel the hot stream 
— hot as when it first gushed upon his hand— 
incorporating itself with his spiritual substance. 
Thus his horrible crime is ever fresh within him. 
Two other wretches are condemned to walk arm 
in arm. They were guilty lovers in their lives, 
and still, in death, must wear the guise of love, 
though hatred and loathing have become their 
very nature and existence. The pollution of 
their mutual sin remains with them, and makes 
their souls sick continually. O, that I might 
forget all the dark shadows which haunt about 
these graves ! This passing thought of them 
has left a stain, and will weigh me down among 
260 



GRAVES AND GOBLINS 

dust and sorrow, beyond the time that my own 
transgressions would have kept me here. 

There is one shade among us, whose high 
nature it is good to meditate upon. He lived a 
patriot, and is a patriot still. Posterity has for¬ 
gotten him. The simple slab, of red freestone, 
that bore his name, was broken long ago, and is 
now covered by the gradual accumulation of the 
soil. A tuft of thistles is his only monument. 
This upright spirit came <o his grave, after a 
lengthened life, with so little stain of earth, that 
he might, almost immediately, have trodden the 
pathway of the sky. But his strong love of 
country chained him down, to share its vicissi¬ 
tudes of weal or woe. With such deep yearn¬ 
ing in his soul, he was unfit for heaven. That 
noblest virtue has the effect of sin, and keeps 
his pure and lofty spirit in a penance, which 
may not terminate till America be again a wil¬ 
derness. Not that there is no joy for the dead 
patriot. Can he fail to experience it, while he 
contemplates the mighty and increasing power 
of the land which he protected in its infancy ? 
No ; there is much to gladden him. But some¬ 
times I dread to meet him, as he returns from 
the bedchambers of rulers and politicians, after 
diving into their secret motives, and searching 
out their aims. He looks round him with a 
stern and awful sadness, and vanishes into his 
neglected grave. Let nothing sordid or selfish 
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defile your deeds or thoughts, ye great men of 
the day, lest ye grieve the noble dead. 

Few ghosts take such an endearing interest as 
this, even in their own private affairs. It made 
me rather sad, at first, to find how soon the 
flame of love expires amid the chill damps of 
the tomb; so much the sooner, the more fiercely 
it may have burned. Forget your dead mis¬ 
tress, youth! She has already forgotten you. 
Maiden, cease to weep for your buried lover! 
He will know nothing of your tears, nor value 
them if he did. Yet it were blasphemy to say 
that true love is other than immortal. It is an 
earthly passion of which I speak, mingled with 
little that is spiritual, and must therefore perish 
with the perishing clay. When souls have loved, 
there is no falsehood or forgetfulness. Maternal 
affection, too, is strong as adamant. There are 
mothers here, among us, who might have been 
in heaven fifty years ago, if they could forbear 
to cherish earthly joy and sorrow, reflected from 
the bosoms of their children. Husbands and 
wives have a comfortable gift of oblivion, espe¬ 
cially when secure of the faith of their living 
halves. Jealousy, it is true, will play the devil 
with a ghost, driving him to the bedside of 
secondary wedlock, there to scowl, unseen, and 
gibber inaudible remonstrances. Dead wives, 
however jealous in their lifetime, seldom feel 
this posthumous torment so acutely. 
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Many, many things, that appear most im¬ 
portant while we walk the busy street, lose all 
their interest the moment we are borne into the 
quiet graveyard which borders it. For my own 
part, my spirit had not become so mixed up 
with earthly existence, as to be now held in an 
unnatural combination, or tortured much with 
retrospective cares. I still love my parents and 
a younger sister, who rema n among the living, 
and often grieve me by the r patient sorrow for 
the dead. Each separate tear of theirs is an 
added weight upon my soul, and lengthens my 
stay among the graves. As to other matters, 
it exceedingly rejoices me that my summons 
came before I had time to write a projected 
poem, which was highly imaginative in concep¬ 
tion, and could not have failed to give me a tri¬ 
umphant rank in the choir of our native bards. 
Nothing is so much to be deprecated as post¬ 
humous renown. It keeps the immortal spirit 
from the proper bliss of his celestial state, and 
causes him to feed upon the impure breath of 
mortal man, till sometimes he forgets that there 
are starry realms above him. Few poets — in¬ 
fatuated that they are ! — soar upward while the 
least whisper of their name is heard on earth. 
On Sabbath evenings my sisters sit by the fire¬ 
side, between our father and mother, and repeat 
some hymns of mine, which they have often 
heard from my own lips, ere the tremulous voice 
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left them forever. Little do they think, those 
dear ones, that the dead stands listening in the 
glimmer of the firelight, and is almost gifted 
with a visible shape by the fond intensity of 
their remembrance. 

Now shall the reader know a grief of the 
poor ghost that speaks to him; a grief, but not a 
helpless one. Since I have dwelt among the 
graves, they bore the corpse of a young maiden 
hither, and laid her in the old ancestral vault, 
which is hollowed in the side of a grassy bank. 
It has a door of stone, with rusty iron hinges, 
and above it, a rude sculpture of the family 
arms, and inscriptions of all their names who 
have been buried there, including sire and son, 
mother and daughter, of an ancient colonial 
race. All of her lineage had gone before, and 
when the young maiden followed, the portal 
was closed forever. The night after her burial, 
when the other ghosts were flitting about their 
graves, forth came the pale virgin’s shadow, with 
the rest, but knew not whither to go, nor whom 
to haunt, so lonesome had she been on earth. 
She stood by the ancient sepulchre, looking 
upward to the bright stars, as if she would, even 
then, begin her flight. Her sadness made me 
sad. That night and the next I stood near 
her, in the moonshine, but dared not speak, 
because she seemed purer than all the ghosts, 
and fitter to converse with angels than with men. 
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But the third bright eve, still gazing upward to 
the glory of the heavens, she sighed and said, 
“ When will my mother come for me ? ” Her 
low, sweet voice emboldened me to speak, and 
she was kind and gentle, though so pure, and 
answered me again. From that time, always 
at the ghostly hour, I sought the old tomb of 
her fathers, and either found her standing by 
the door,or knocked, and sne appeared. Blessed 
creature, that she was ; her chaste spirit hallowed 
mine, and imparted such a celestial buoyancy 
that I longed to grasp her hand and fly, — up¬ 
ward, aloft, aloft! I thought, too, that she 
only lingered here till my earthlier soul should 
be purified for heaven. One night, when the 
stars threw down the light that shadows love, I 
stole forth to the accustomed spot, and knocked, 
with my airy fingers, at her door. She answered 
not. Again I knocked, and breathed her name. 
Where was she ? At once the truth fell on 
my miserable spirit and crushed it to the earth, 
among dead men’s bones and mouldering dust, 
groaning in cold and desolate agony. Her 
penance was over! She had taken her track¬ 
less flight, and had found a home in the purest 
radiance of the upper stars, leaving me to knock 
at the stone portal of the darksome sepulchre. 
But I know — I know, that angels hurried her 
away, or surely she would have whispered ere 
she fled! 


265 



SKETCHES AND ESSAYS 

She is gone ! How could the grave imprison 
that unspotted one! But her pure, ethereal 
spirit will not quite forget me, nor soar too high 
in bliss, till I ascend to join her. Soon, soon 
be that hour! I am weary of the earth damps ; 
they burden me; they choke me ! Already I 
can float in the moonshine; the faint starlight 
will almost bear up my footsteps ; the perfume 
of flowers, which grosser spirits love, is now too 
earthly a luxury for me. Grave ! Grave ! thou 
art not my home. I must flit a little longer in 
the night gloom, and then begone, — far from 
the dust of the living and the dead, — far from 
the corruption that is around me, but no more 
within! 

A few times I have visited the chamber of one 
who walks, obscure and lonely, on his mortal 
pilgrimage. He will leave not many living 
friends, when he goes to join the dead, where 
his thoughts often stray, and he might better be. 
I steal into his sleep, and play my part among 
the figures of his dreams. I glide through the 
moonlight of his waking fancy, and whisper 
conceptions, which, with a strange thrill of fear, 
he writes down as his own. I stand beside him 
now at midnight, telling these dreamy truths 
with a voice so dream-like that he mistakes 
them for fictions of a brain too prone to such. 
Yet he glances behind him and shivers, while 
the lamp burns pale. Farewell, dreamer,— 
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waking or sleeping ! Your brightest dreams are 
fled; your mind grows too hard and cold for a 
spiritual guest to enter; you are earthly, too, 
and have all the sins of earth. The ghost will 
visit you no more. 

But where is the maiden, holy and pure, 
though wearing a form of clay, that would have 
me bend over her pillow at midnight, and leave 
a blessing there ? With a silent invocation, let 
her summon me. Shrink not, maiden, when I 
come ! In life I was a high-souled youth, med¬ 
itative, yet seldom sad, full of chaste fancies, 
and stainless from all grosser sin. And now, 
in death, I bring no loathsome smell of the 
grave, nor ghostly terrors, — but gentle, and 
soothing, and sweetly pensive influences. Per¬ 
haps, just fluttering for the skies, my visit 
may hallow the wellsprings of thy thought, and 
make thee heavenly here on earth. Then shall 
pure dreams and holy meditations bless thy life ; 
nor thy sainted spirit linger round the grave, 
but seek the upper stars, and meet me there! 
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T HIS person was not eminent enough, 
either by nature or circumstance, to de¬ 
serve a public memorial simply for his 
own sake, after the lapse of a century and a half 
from the era in which he flourished. His char¬ 
acter, in the view which we propose to take of 
it, may give a species of distinctness and point 
to some remarks on the tone and composition 
of New England society, modified as it became 
by new ingredients from the eastern world, and 
by the attrition of sixty or seventy years over 
the rugged peculiarities of the original settlers. 
We are perhaps accustomed to employ too som¬ 
bre a pencil in picturing the earlier times among 
the Puritans, because, at our cold distance, we 
form our ideas almost wholly from their sever¬ 
est features. It is like gazing on some scenes 
in the land which we inherit from them; we 
see the mountains, rising sternly and with frozen 
summits up to heaven, and the forests, wav¬ 
ing in massy depths where sunshine seems a 
profanation, and we see the gray mist, like the 
duskiness of years, shedding a chill obscurity 
over the whole; but the green and pleasant 
spots in the hollow of the hills, the warm places 
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in the heart of what looks desolate, are hid¬ 
den from our eyes. Still, however, a prevailing 
characteristic of the age was gloom, or some¬ 
thing which cannot be more accurately ex¬ 
pressed than by that term, and its long shadow, 
falling over all the intervening years, is visi¬ 
ble, though not too distinctly, upon ourselves. 
Without material detriment to a deep and solid 
happiness, the frolic of the mind was so ha¬ 
bitually chastened that persons have gained a 
nook in history by the mere possession of ani¬ 
mal spirits, too exuberant to be confined within 
the established bounds. Every vain jest and 
unprofitable word was deemed an item in the 
account of criminality, and whatever wit, or 
semblance thereof, came into existence, its birth¬ 
place was generally the pulpit, and its parent 
some sour old Genevan divine. The speci¬ 
mens of humor and satire, preserved in the 
sermons and controversial tracts of those days, 
are occasionally the apt expressions of pungent 
thoughts; but oftener they are cruel torturings 
and twistings of trite ideas, disgusting by the 
wearisome ingenuity which constitutes their 
only merit. Among a people where so few 
possessed, or were allowed to exercise, the art 
of extracting the mirth which lies hidden like 
latent caloric in almost everything, a gay apoth¬ 
ecary, such as Dr. Bullivant, must have been a 
phenomenon. 
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We will suppose ourselves standing in Corn- 
hill on a pleasant morning of the year 1670, 
about the hour when the shutters are unclosed, 
and the dust swept from the doorsteps, and 
when Business rubs its eyes, and begins to plod 
sleepily through the town. The street, instead 
of running between lofty and continuous piles 
of brick, is but partially lined with wooden 
buildings of various heights and architecture, in 
each of which the mercantile department is con¬ 
nected with the domicile, like the gingerbread 
and candy shops of an after date. The signs 
have a singular appearance to a stranger’s eye. 
These are not a barren record of names and 
occupations, yellow letters on black boards, but 
images and hieroglyphics, sometimes typifying 
the principal commodity offered for sale, though 
generally intended to give an arbitrary designa¬ 
tion to the establishment. Overlooking the 
bearded Saracens, the Indian Queens, and the 
wooden Bibles, let us direct our attention to 
the white post newly erected at the corner of 
the street, and surmounted by a gilded counte¬ 
nance which flashes in the early sunbeams like 
veritable gold. It is a bust of .dEsculapius, evi¬ 
dently of the latest London manufacture ; and 
from the door behind it steams forth a mingled 
smell of musk and assafoetida, and other drugs 
of potent perfume, as if an appropriate sacrifice 
were just laid upon the altar of the medical deity. 
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Five or six idle people are already collected, 
peeping curiously in at the glittering array of 
gallipots and phials, and deciphering the labels 
which tell their contents in the mysterious and 
imposing nomenclature of ancient physic. They 
are next attracted by the printed advertisement 
of a Panacea, promising life but one day short 
of eternity, and youth and health commensu¬ 
rate. An old man, his head as white as snow, 
totters in with a hasty clattering of his staff, 
and becomes the earliest purchaser, hoping that 
his wrinkles will disappear more swiftly than 
they gathered. The Doctor (so styled by cour¬ 
tesy) shows the upper half of his person behind 
the counter, and appears to be a slender and 
rather tall man ; his features are difficult to 
describe, possessing nothing peculiar, except a 
flexibility to assume all characters in turn, while 
his eye, shrewd, quick, and saucy, remains the 
same throughout. Whenever a customer enters 
the shop, if he desire a box of pills, he receives 
with them an equal number of hard, round, 
dry jokes, — or if a dose of salts, it is mingled 
with a portion of the salt of Attica, — or if 
some hot. Oriental drug, it is accompanied by 
a racy word or two that tingle on the mental 
palate, — all without the least additional cost. 
Then there are twistings of mouths which never 
lost their gravity before. As each purchaser re¬ 
tires, the spectators see a resemblance of his 
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visage pass over that of the apothecary, in which 
all the ludicrous points are made most promi¬ 
nent, as if a magic looking-glass had caught the 
reflection, and were making sport with it. Un¬ 
wonted titterings arise and strengthen into bash¬ 
ful laughter, but are suddenly hushed as some 
minister, heavy-eyed from his last night’s vigil, 
or magistrate, armed with the terror of the 
whipping-post and pillory, or perhaps the gov¬ 
ernor himself, goes by like a dark cloud inter¬ 
cepting the sunshine. 

About this period, many causes began to 
produce an important change on and beneath 
the surface of colonial society. The early set¬ 
tlers were able to keep within the narrowest 
limits of their rigid principles, because they had 
adopted them in mature life, and from their own 
deep conviction, and were strengthened in them 
by that species of enthusiasm which is as sober 
and as enduring as reason itself. But if their 
immediate successors followed the same line of 
conduct, they were confined to it, in a great de¬ 
gree, by habits forced upon them, and by the 
severe rule under which they were educated, 
and, in short, more by restraint than by the 
free exercise of the imagination and understand¬ 
ing. When, therefore, the old original stock, the 
men who looked heavenward without a wander¬ 
ing glance to earth, had lost a part of their do¬ 
mestic and public influence, yielding to infirmity 
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or death, a relaxation naturally ensued in their 
theory and practice of morals and religion, and 
became more evident with the daily decay of 
its most strenuous opponents. This gradual 
but sure operation was assisted by the increas¬ 
ing commercial importance of the colonies, 
whither a new set of emigrants followed un¬ 
worthily in the track of the pure-hearted Pil¬ 
grims. Gain being now the allurement, and 
almost the only one, since dissenters no longer 
dreaded persecution at home, the people of 
New England could not remain entirely un¬ 
contaminated by an extensive intermixture with 
worldly men. The trade carried on by the colo¬ 
nists (in the face of several inefficient acts of 
Parliament) with the whole maritime world, 
must have had a similar tendency ; nor are the 
desperate and dissolute visitants of the country 
to be forgotten among the agent9 of a moral 
revolution. Freebooters from the West Indies 
and the Spanish Main ; state criminals, impli¬ 
cated in the numerous plots and conspiracies 
of the period; felons, loaded with private guilt, 
— numbers of these took refuge in the pro¬ 
vinces, where the authority of the English king 
was obstructed by a zealous spirit of inde¬ 
pendence, and where a boundless wilderness 
enabled them to defy pursuit. Thus the new 
population,' temporary and permanent, was ex¬ 
ceedingly unlike the old, and far more apt to 
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disseminate their own principles than to imoitje 
those of the Puritans. All circumstances unfa¬ 
vorable to virtue acquired double strength by 
the‘licentious reign of Charles II.; though per¬ 
haps the example of the monarch and nobility 
was less likely to recommend vice to the peor 
ple of New England than to those of any other 
part of the British Empire. 

The clergy and the elder magistrates mani¬ 
fested a quick sensibility to the decline of god¬ 
liness, their apprehensions being sharpened in 
this particular no less by a holy zeal than be¬ 
cause their credit and influence were intimately 
connected with the primitive character of the 
country. A Synod, convened in the year 1679, 
gave its opinion that the iniquity of the times 
had drawn down judgments from Heaven, and 
proposed methods to assuage the Divine wrath 
by a renewal of former sanctity. But neither 
the increased numbers, nor the altered spirit 
of the people, nor the just sense of a freedom 
to do wrong within certain limits, would now 
have permitted the exercise of that inquisitorial 
strictness which had been wont to penetrate to 
men’s firesides and watch their domestic life, 
recognizing no distinction between private ill 
conduct and crimes that endanger the commu¬ 
nity. Accordingly, the tide of worldly principles 
encroached more and more upon the ancient 
landmarks, hitherto esteemed the outer bound- 
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aries of virtue. Society arranged itself into two 
classes, marked by strong shades of difference, 
though separated by an uncertain line : in one 
were included the small and feeble remnant of 
the first settlers, many of their immediate de¬ 
scendants, the whole body of the clergy, and all 
whom a gloomy temperament, or tenderness 
of conscience, or timidity of thought, kept up 
to the strictness of them fathers; the other 
comprehended the new emigrants, the gay and 
thoughtless natives, the favorers of Episcopacy, 
and a various mixture of liberal and enlightened 
men with most of the evil-doers and unprinci¬ 
pled adventurers in the country. A vivid and 
rather a pleasant idea of New England man¬ 
ners, when this change had become decided, is 
given in the journal of John Dunton, a cock¬ 
ney bookseller, who visited Boston and other 
towns of Massachusetts with a cargo of pious 
publications, suited to the Puritan market. 
Making due allowance for the flippancy of the 
writer, which may have given a livelier tone to 
his descriptions than truth precisely warrants, 
and also for his character, which led him chiefly 
among the gayer inhabitants, there still seems 
to have been many who loved the wine cup and 
the song, and all sorts of delightful naughtiness. 
But the degeneracy of the times had made far 
less progress in the interior of the country than 
in the seaports; and until the people lost the 
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elective privilege, they continued the govern¬ 
ment in the hands of those upright old men 
who had so long possessed their confidence. 
Uncontrollable events, alone, gave a temporary 
ascendency to persons of another stamp. James 
II., during the four years of his despotic reign, 
revoked the charters of the American colonies, 
arrogated the appointment of their magistrates, 
and annulled all those legal and prescriptive 
rights which had hitherto constituted them 
nearly independent States. Among the fore¬ 
most advocates of the royal usurpations was 
Dr. Bullivant. Gifted with a smart and ready 
intellect, busy and bold, he acquired great in¬ 
fluence in the new government, and assisted 
Sir Edmund Andros, Edward Randolph, and 
five or six others, to browbeat the council, and 
misrule the Northern provinces according to 
their pleasure. The strength of the popular 
hatred against this administration, the actual 
tyranny that was exercised, and the innumerable 
fears and jealousies, well grounded and fantas¬ 
tic, which harassed the country, may be best 
learned from a work of Increase Mather, the 
Remarkable Providences of the Earlier Days 
of American Colonization. The good divine 
(though writing when a lapse of nearly forty years 
should have tamed the fierceness of party ani¬ 
mosity) speaks with the most bitter and angry 
scorn of “ ’Pothecary Bullivant,” who probably 
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indulged his satirical propensities, from the 
seat of power, in a manner which rendered him 
an especial object of public dislike. But the peo¬ 
ple were about to play off a piece of practical 
fun on the Doctor and the whole of his coadju¬ 
tors, and have the laugh all to themselves. By 
the first faint rumor of the attempt of the Prince 
of Orange on the throne, the power of James 
was annihilated in the colonies, and long before 
the abdication of the latter became known, Sir 
Edmund Andros, Governor-General of New 
England and New York, and fifty of the most 
obnoxious leaders of the court party, were ten¬ 
ants of a prison. We will visit our old acquaint¬ 
ance in his adversity. 

The scene now represents a room of ten feet 
square, the floor of which is sunk a yard or two 
below the level of the ground; the walls are 
covered with a dirty and crumbling plaster, on 
which appear a crowd of ill-favored and lugu¬ 
brious faces done in charcoal, and the autographs 
and poetical attempts of a long succession of 
debtors and petty criminals. Other features 
of the apartment are a deep fireplace (superflu¬ 
ous in the sultriness of the summer’s day), a 
door of hard-hearted oak, and a narrow window 
high in the wall, where the glass has long been 
broken, while the iron bars retain all their ori¬ 
ginal strength. Through this opening come the 
sound of passing footsteps in the public street, 
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and the voices of children at play. The furni¬ 
ture consists of a bed, or rather an old sack of 
barley straw, thrown down in the corner farthest 
from the door, and a chair and table, both aged 
and infirm, and leaning against the side of the 
room, besides lending a friendly support to each 
other. The atmosphere is stifled and of an ill 
smell, as if it had been kept close prisoner for 
half a century, and had lost all its pure and elas¬ 
tic nature by feeding the tainted breath of the 
vicious and the sighs of the unfortunate. Such 
is the present abode of the man of medicine 
and politics, and his own appearance forms no 
contrast to the accompaniments. His wig is 
unpowdered, out of curl, and put on awry; the 
dust of many weeks has worked its way into the 
web of his coat and small-clothes, and his knees 
and elbows peep forth to ask why they are so 
ill clad; his stockings are ungartered, his shoes 
down at the heel, his waistcoat is without a but¬ 
ton, and discloses a shirt as dingy as the rem¬ 
nant of snow in a showery April day. His 
shoulders have become rounder, and his whole 
person is more bent and drawn together since 
we last saw him, and his face has exchanged the 
glory of wit and humor for a sheepish dulness. 
At intervals the Doctor walks the room, with 
an irregular and shuffling pace ; anon he throws 
himself flat on the sack of barley straw, mutter¬ 
ing very reprehensible expressions between his 
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teeth; then again he starts to his feet, and jour¬ 
neying from corner to corner, finally sinks into 
the chair, forgetful of its three-legged infirmity 
till it lets him down upon the floor. The grated 
window, his only medium of intercourse with 
the world, serves but to admit additional vexa¬ 
tions. Every few moments the steps of the 
passengers are heard to pause, and some well- 
known face appears in the free sunshine behind 
the iron bars, brimful of mirth and drollery, the 
owner whereof stands on tiptoe to tickle poor 
Dr. Bullivant with a stinging sarcasm. Then 
laugh the little boys around the prison door, 
and the wag goes chuckling away. The apothe¬ 
cary would fain retaliate, but all his quips and 
repartees, and sharp and facetious fancies, once 
so abundant, seem to have been transferred from 
himself to the sluggish brains of his enemies. 
While endeavoring to condense his whole in¬ 
tellect into one venomous point, in readiness 
for the next assailant, he is interrupted by the 
entrance of the turnkey with the prison fare of 
Indian bread and water. With these dainties 
we leave him. 

When the turmoil of the Revolution had sub¬ 
sided, and the authority of William and Mary 
was fixed on a quiet basis throughout the colo¬ 
nies, the deposed governor and some of his 
partisans were sent home to the new court, and 
the others released from imprisonment. The 
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New Englanders, as a people, are not apt to re¬ 
tain a revengeful sense of injury, and nowhere, 
perhaps, could a politician, however odious in 
his power, live more peacefully in his nakedness 
and disgrace. Dr. Bullivant returned to his 
former occupation, and spent rather a desirable 
old age. Though he sometimes hit hard with 
a jest, yet few thought of taking offence; for 
whenever a man habitually indulges his tongue 
at the expense of all his associates, they provide 
against the common annoyance by tacitly agree¬ 
ing to consider his sarcasms as null and void. 
Thus, for many years, a gray old man with a 
stoop in his gait, he continued to sweep out his 
shop at eight o’clock in summer mornings, and 
nine in the winter, and to waste whole hours in 
idle talk and irreverent merriment, making it 
his glory to raise the laughter of silly people, 
and his delight to sneer at them in his sleeve. 
At length, one pleasant day, the door and shut¬ 
ters of his establishment kept closed from sun¬ 
rise till sunset, and his cronies marvelled a mo¬ 
ment, and passed on ; a week after, the rector 
of King’s Chapel said the death rite over Dr. 
Bullivant; and within the month a new apoth¬ 
ecary, and a new stock of drugs and medicines, 
made their appearance at the gilded Head of 
Aesculapius. 
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I 

THE INLANT PORT 

I T was a bright forenoon when I set foot on 
the beach at Burlington, and took leave of 
the two boatmen in whose little skiff I had 
voyaged since daylight from Peru. Not that we 
had come that morning from South America, 
but only from the New York shore of Lake 
Champlain. The highlands of the coast be¬ 
hind us stretched north and south, in a double 
range of bold, blue peaks, gazing over each 
other’s shoulders at the Green Mountains of 
Vermont. 

The latter are far the loftiest, and, from the 
opposite side of the lake, had displayed a more 
striking outline. We were now almost at their 
feet, and could see only a sandy beach sweeping 
beneath a woody bank, around the semicircular 
Bay of Burlington. 

The painted lighthouse on a small green 
island, the wharves and warehouses, with sloops 
and schooners moored alongside, or at anchor, 
or spreading their canvas to the wind, and boats 
281 



SKETCHES AND ESSAYS 


rowing from point to point, reminded me of 
$ome fishing-town on the seacoast. 

But I had no need of tasting the water to 
convince myself that Lake Champlain was not 
an arm of the sea ; its quality was evident, both 
by its silvery surface when unruffled, and a 
faint but unpleasant and sickly smell, forever 
steaming up in the sunshine. One breeze of 
the Atlantic with its briny fragrance would be 
worth more to these inland people than all the 
perfumes of Arabia. On closer inspection the 
vessels at the wharves looked hardly seaworthy, 
— there being a great lack of tar about the 
seams and rigging, and perhaps other deficien¬ 
cies quite as much to the purpose. 

I observed not a single sailor in the port. 
There were men, indeed, in blue jackets and 
trousers, but not of the true nautical fashion, 
such as dangle before slopshops ; others wore 
tight pantaloons and coats preponderously long¬ 
tailed, — cutting very queer figures at the mast¬ 
head ; and, in short, these fresh-water fellows 
had about the same analogy to the real “ old 
salt ” with his tarpaulin, pea-jacket, and sailor- 
cloth trousers, as a lake fish to a Newfoundland 
cod. 

Nothing struck me more in Burlington than 
the great number of Irish emigrants. They 
have filled the British Provinces to the brim, 
and still continue to ascend the St. Lawrence, 
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in infinite tribes, overflowing by every outlet 
into the States. At Burlington, they swarm in 
huts and mean dwellings near the lake, lounge 
about the wharves, and elbow the native citi¬ 
zens entirely out of competition in their own 
line. Every species of mere bodily labor is the 
prerogative of these Irish. Such is their mul¬ 
titude in comparison with any possible demand 
for their services, that it is difficult to conceive 
how a third part of them should earn even a 
daily glass of whiskey, which is doubtless their 
first necessary of life, — daily bread being only 
the second. 

Some were angling in the lake, but had caught 
only a few perch, which little fishes, without a 
miracle, would be nothing among so many. A 
miracle there certainly must have been, and a 
daily one, for the subsistence of these wander¬ 
ing hordes. The men exhibit a lazy strength 
and careless merriment, as if they had fed well 
hitherto, and meant to feed better hereafter; 
the women strode about, uncovered in the open 
air, with far plumper waists and brawnier limbs 
as well as bolder faces, than our shy and slender 
females; and their progeny, which was innum¬ 
erable, had the reddest and the roundest cheeks 
of any children in America. 

While we stood at the wharf, the bell of a 
steamboat gave two preliminary peals, and she 
dashed away for Plattsburg, leaving a trail of 
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smoky breath behind, and breaking the ghssy 
surface of the lake before her. Our next move¬ 
ment brought us into a handsome and busy 
square, the sides of which were filled up with 
white houses, brick stores, a church, a court¬ 
house, and a bank. Some of these edifices had 
roofs of tin, in the fashion of Montreal, and 
glittered in the sun with cheerful splendor, im¬ 
parting a lively effect to the whole square. One 
brick building, designated in large letters as the 
custom-house, reminded us that this inland vil¬ 
lage is a port of entry, largely concerned in for¬ 
eign trade, and holding daily intercourse with 
the British empire. In this border country the 
Canadian banknotes circulate as freely as our 
own, and British and American coin are jumbled 
into the same pocket, the effigies of the King 
of England being made to kiss those of the 
Goddess of Liberty. 

Perhaps there was an emblem in the invol¬ 
untary contact. There was a pleasant mixture 
of people in the square of Burlington, such as 
cannot be seen elsewhere at one view; mer¬ 
chants from Montreal, British officers from the 
frontier garrisons, French Canadians, wandering 
Irish, Scotchmen of a better class, gentlemen of 
the South on a pleasure tour, country squires on 
business, and a great throng of Green Moun¬ 
tain boys, with their horse-wagons and ox-teams, 
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true Yankees in aspect, and looking more super¬ 
latively so, by contrast with such a variety of 
foreigners. 


II 

ROCHESTER 

T HE gray but transparent evening rather 
shaded than obscured the scene, leaving 
its stronger features visible, and even 
improved by the medium through which I be¬ 
held them. The volume of water is not very 
great, nor the roar deep enough to be termed 
grand, though such praise might have been ap¬ 
propriate before the good people of Rochester 
had abstracted a part of the unprofitable sublim¬ 
ity of the cascade. The Genesee has contrib¬ 
uted so bountifully to their canals and mill-dams, 
that it approaches the precipice with diminished 
pomp, and rushes over it in foamy streams of 
various width, leaving a broad face of the rock 
insulated and unwashed, between the two main 
branches of the falling river. Still it was an 
impressive sight, to one who had not seen Niag¬ 
ara. I confess, however, that my chief inter¬ 
est arose from a legend, connected with these 
falls, which will become poetical in the lapse of 
years, and was already so to me as I pictured 
the catastrophe out of dusk and solitude. It 
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was from a platform, raised over the naked 
island of the cliff, in the middle of the cataract, 
that Sam Patch took his last leap, and alighted 
in the other world. Strange as it may appear, 
— that any uncertainty should rest upon his 
fate which was consummated in the sight of 
thousands, — many will tell you that the illus¬ 
trious Patch concealed himself in a cave under 
the falls, and has continued to enjoy posthu¬ 
mous renown, without foregoing the comforts 
of this present life. But the poor fellow prized 
the shout of the multitude too much not to have 
claimed it at the instant, had he survived. He 
will not be seen again, unless his ghost, in such 
a twilight as when I was there, should emerge 
from the foam, and vanish among the shadows 
that fall from cliff to cliff. 

How stern a moral may be drawn from the 
story of poor Sam Patch ! Why do we call 
him a madman or a fool, when he has left his 
memory around the falls of the Genesee, more 
permanently than if the letters of his name had 
been hewn into the forehead of the precipice ? 

Was the leaper of cataracts more mad or fool¬ 
ish than other men who throw away life, or 
misspend it in pursuit of empty fame, and sel¬ 
dom so triumphantly as he ? That which he 
won is as invaluable as any except the unsought 
glory, spreading like the rich perfume of richer 
fruit from various and useful deeds. 
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Thus musing, wise in theory, but practically 
as great a fool as Sam, I lifted my eyes and be¬ 
held the spires, warehouses, and dwellings of 
Rochester, half a mile distant on both sides 
of the river, indistinctly cheerful, with the twin¬ 
kling of many lights amid the fall of the even¬ 
ing. ... 

The town had sprung up like a mushroom, 
but no presage of decay (ould be drawn from 
its hasty growth. Its edifices are of dusky brick, 
and of stone that will not be grayer in a hun¬ 
dred years than now; its < hurches are Gothic ; 
it is impossible to look at its worn pavements 
and conceive how lately the forest leaves have 
been swept away. The most ancient town in 
Massachusetts appears quite like an affair of 
yesterday compared with Rochester. Its attri¬ 
butes of youth are the activity and eager life 
with which it is redundant. The whole street, 
sidewalks and centre, was crowded with pedes¬ 
trians, horsemen, stage-coaches, gigs, light wag¬ 
ons, and heavy ox-teams, all hurrying, trotting, 
rattling, and rumbling, in a throng that passed 
continually, but never passed away. Here, a 
country wife was selecting a churn from several 
gayly painted ones on the sunny sidewalk; 
there, a farmer was bartering his produce ; and, 
in two or three places, a crowd of people were 
showering bids on a vociferous auctioneer. I 
saw a great wagon and an ox-chain knocked off 
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to a very pretty woman. Numerous were the 
lottery offices, — those true temples of Mam¬ 
mon,— where red and yellow bills offered splen¬ 
did fortunes to the world at large, and banners 
of painted cloth gave notice that the “ lottery 
draws next Wednesday.” At the ringing of 
a bell, judges, jurymen, lawyers, and clients 
elbowed each other to the court-house, to busy 
themselves with cases that would doubtless illus¬ 
trate the state of society, had I the means of 
reporting them. The number of public houses 
benefited the flow of temporary population ; 
some were farmers’ taverns, — cheap, homely, 
and comfortable; others were magnificent ho¬ 
tels, with negro waiters, gentlemanly landlords 
in black broadcloth, and foppish barkeepers in 
Broadway coats, with chased gold watches in 
their waistcoat pockets. I caught one of these 
fellows quizzing me through an eyeglass. The 
porters were lumbering up the steps with bag¬ 
gage from the packet boats, while waiters plied 
the brush on dusty travellers, who, meanwhile, 
glanced over the innumerable advertisements in 
the daily papers. 

In short, everybody seemed to be there, and 
all had something to do, and were doing it with 
all their might, except a party of drunken re¬ 
cruits for the Western military posts, princi¬ 
pally Irish and Scotch, though they wore Uncle 
Sam’s gray jacket and trousers. I noticed one 
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other idle man. He carried a rifle on his 
shoulder and a powder-horn across' his breast, 
and appeared to stare about him with confused 
wonder, as if, while he was listening to the 
wind among the forest boughs, the hum and 
bustle of an instantaneous city had surrounded 
him. . . . 


Ill 

A NIGHT SCENE 

T HE steamboat in which I was passen¬ 
ger for Detroit had put into the mouth 
of a small river, where the greater part 
of the night would be spent in repairing some 
damages of the machinery. 

As the evening was warm, though cloudy 
and very dark, I stood on deck, watching a 
scene that would not have attracted a second 
glance in the daytime, but became picturesque 
by the magic of strong light and deep shade. 

Some wild Irishmen were replenishing our 
stock of wood, and had kindled a great fire on 
the bank to illuminate their labors. It was 
composed of large logs and dry brushwood, 
heaped together with careless profusion, blazing 
fiercely, spouting showers of sparks into the 
darkness, and gleaming wide over Lake Erie, 
— a beacon for perplexed voyagers leagues from 
land. 
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All around and above the furnace there was 
total obscurity. No trees or other objects 
caught and reflected any portion of the bright¬ 
ness, which thus wasted itself in the immense 
void of night, as if it quivered from the expir¬ 
ing embers of the world, after the final confla¬ 
gration. But the Irishmen were continually 
emerging from the dense gloom, passing through 
the lurid glow, and vanishing into the gloom 
on the other side. Sometimes a whole figure 
would be made visible, by the shirt-sleeves and 
light-colored dress; others were but half seen, 
like imperfect creatures ; many flitted, shadow¬ 
like, along the skirts of darkness, tempting 
fancy to a vain pursuit; and often a face alone 
was reddened by the fire, and stared strangely 
distinct, with no traces of a body. In short, 
these wild Irish, distorted and exaggerated by 
the blaze, now lost in deep shadow, now burst¬ 
ing into sudden splendor, and now struggling 
between light and darkness, formed a picture 
which might have been transferred, almost un¬ 
altered, to a tale of the supernatural. As they 
all carried lanterns of wood, and often flung 
sticks upon the fire, the least imaginative spec¬ 
tator would at once compare them to devils 
condemned to keep alive the flames of their 
own torments. 
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NAL OF A SOLITARY MAN 

I 


M Y poor friend Oberon 1 — for let me 
be always allowed to distinguish him 
by so quaint a name — sleeps with the 
silent ages. He died calmly. Though his dis¬ 
ease was pulmonary, his life did not flicker out 
like a wasted lamp, sometimes shooting up into 
a strange temporary brightness ; but the tide 
of being ebbed away, and the noon of his exist¬ 
ence waned till, in the simple phraseology of 
Scripture, “ he was not.” The last words he 
said to me were, “ Burn my papers, — all that 
you can find in yonder escritoire; for I fear 
there are some there which you may be betrayed 
into publishing. I have published enough; as 
for the old disconnected journal in your posses¬ 
sion ” — But here my poor friend was checked 
in his utterance by that same hollow cough 
which would never let him alone. So he coughed 
himself tired, and sank to slumber. I watched 
from that midnight hour till high noon on the 


[ 1 See the sketch or story entitled The Devil in Manuscript, in The 
Snow-Image, and other Twice-Told Tales.] 
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morrow for his waking. The chamber was dark; 
till, longing for light, I opened the window 
shutter, and the broad day looked in on the 
marble features of the dead. 

I religiously obeyed his instructions with re¬ 
gard to the papers in the escritoire, and burned 
them in a heap without looking into one, though 
sorely tempted. But the old journal I kept. 
Perhaps in strict conscience I ought also to 
have burned that; but casting my eye over 
some half-torn leaves the other day, I could not 
resist an impulse to give some fragments of it 
to the public. To do this satisfactorily, I am 
obliged to twist this thread, so as to string to¬ 
gether into a semblance of order my Oberon’s 
“ random pearls.” 

If anybody that holds any commerce with his 
fellow men can be called solitary, Oberon was 
a “ solitary man.” He lived in a small village 
at some distance from the metropolis, and never 
came up to the city except once in three months 
for the purpose of looking into a bookstore, and 
of spending two hours and a half with me. In 
that space .of time I would tell him all that I 
could remember of interest which had occurred 
in the interim of his visits. He would join very 
heartily in the conversation ; but as soon as the 
time of his usual tarrying had elapsed, he would 
take up his hat and depart. He was unequiv¬ 
ocally the most original person I ever knew. 
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His style of conversation was very charming. 
No tales that have ever appeared in our popular 
journals have been so generally admired as his. 
But a sadness was on his spirit; and this, added 
to the shrinking sensitiveness of his nature, ren¬ 
dered him not misanthropic, but singularly 
averse to social intercourse. Of the disease, 
which was slowly sapping the springs of his 
life, he first became fully conscious after one of 
those long abstractions in v hich he was wont to 
indulge. It is remarkabh , however, that his 
first idea of this sort, instead of deepening his 
spirit with a more melancholy hue, restored 
him to a more natural state of mind. 

He had evidently cherished a secret hope 
that some impulse would at length be given 
him, or that he would muster sufficient energy 
of will to return into the world, and act a wiser 
and happier part than his former one. But life 
never called the dreamer forth; it was Death 
that whispered him. It is to be regretted that 
this portion of his old journal contains so few 
passages relative to this interesting period; since 
the little which he has recorded, though melan¬ 
choly enough, breathes the gentleness of a spirit 
newly restored to communion with its kind. If 
there be anything bitter in the following reflec¬ 
tions, its source is in human sympathy, and its 
sole object is himself. 

“It is hard to die without one’s happiness; to 
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none more so than myself, whose early resolu¬ 
tion it had been to partake largely of the joys 
of life, but never to be burdened with its cares. 
Vain philosophy ! The very hardships of the 
poorest laborer, whose whole existence seems 
one long toil, has something preferable to my 
best pleasures. 

“ Merely skimming the surface of life, I know 
nothing, by my own experience, of its deep and 
warm realities. I have achieved none of these 
objects which the instinct of mankind especially 
prompts them to pursue, and the accomplish¬ 
ment of which must therefore beget a native 
satisfaction. The truly wise, after all their 
speculations, will be led into the common $ath, 
and, in homage to the human nature that per¬ 
vades them, will gather gold, and till the earth, 
and set out trees, and build a house. But I 
have scorned such wisdom. I have rejected, 
also, the settled, sober, careful gladness of a 
man by his own fireside, with those around him 
whose welfare is committed to his trust, and all 
their guidance to his fond authority. Without 
influence among serious affairs, my footsteps 
were not imprinted on the earth, but lost in air; 
and I shall leave no son to inherit my share of 
life, with a better sense of its privileges and 
duties, when his father should vanish like a 
bubble ; so that few mortals, even the humblest 
and the weakest, have been such ineffectual 
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shadows in the world, or die so utterly as I 
must. Even a young man’s bliss has not been 
mine. With a thousand vagrant fantasies, I have 
never truly loved, and perhaps shall be doomed 
to loneliness throughout the eternal future, be¬ 
cause, here on earth, my soul has never married 
itself to the soul of woman. 

“ Such are the repinings of one who feels, 
too late, that the sympathies of his nature have 
avenged themselves upon him. They have 
prostrated, with a joyless life and the prospect 
of a reluctant death, my selfish purpose to keep 
aloof from mortal disquietudes, and be a plea¬ 
sant idler among care-stricken and laborious men. 
I have other regrets, too, savoring more of my 
old spirit. The time has been when I meant 
to visit every region of the earth, except the 
poles and Central Africa. I had a strange long¬ 
ing to see the Pyramids. To Persia and Arabia, 
and all the gorgeous East, I owed a pilgrimage 
for the sake of their magic tales. And England, 
the land of my ancestors ! Once I had fancied 
that my sleep would not be quiet in the grave 
unless I should return, as it were, to my home 
of past ages, and see the very cities, and castles, 
and battlefields of history, and stand within 
the holy gloom of its cathedrals, and kneel at 
the shrines of its immortal poets, there assert¬ 
ing myself their hereditary countryman. This 
feeling lay among the deepest in my heart. 
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Yet, with this homesickness for the fatherland, 
and all these plans of remote travel, — which I 
yet believe that my peculiar instinct impelled 
me to form, and upbraided me for not accom¬ 
plishing, — the utmost limit of my wanderings 
has been little more than six hundred miles 
from my native village. Thus, in whatever way 
I consider my life, or what must be termed such, 
I cannot feel as if I had lived at all. 

“ I am possessed, also, with the thought that 
I have never yet discovered the real secret of 
my powers ; that there has been a mighty trea¬ 
sure within my reach, a mine of gold beneath 
my feet, worthless because I have never known 
how to seek for it; and for want of perhaps one 
fortunate idea, I am to die 

‘ Unwept, unhonored, and unsung.* 

“ Once, amid the troubled and tumultuous 
enjoyment of my life, there was a dreamy 
thought that haunted me, — the terrible neces¬ 
sity imposed on mortals to grow old, or die. I 
could not bear the idea of losing one youthful 
grace. True, I saw other men who had once 
been young and now were old, enduring their 
age with equanimity, because each year recon¬ 
ciled them to its own added weight. But for 
myself, I felt that age would be not less miser¬ 
able, creeping upon me slowly, than if it fell at 
once. I sometimes looked in the glass, and en- 
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deavored to fancy my cheeks yellow and inter¬ 
laced with furrows, my forehead wrinkled deeply 
across, the top of my head bald and polished, 
my eyebrows and side-locks iron gray, and a 
grisly beard sprouting on my chin. Shudder¬ 
ing at the picture, I changed it for the dead face 
of a young man, withr dark locks clustering 
heavily round its pale beauty, which would de¬ 
cay, indeed, but not with years, nor in the sight 
of men. The latter visage shocked me least. 

“ Such a repugnance to 'he hard conditions 
of long life is common to all sensitive and 
thoughtful men, who minister to the luxury, 
the refinements, the gayety and lightsomeness, 
to anything, in short, but the real necessities of 
their fellow creatures. He who has a part in 
the serious business of life, though it be only 
as a shoemaker, feels himself equally respectable 
in youth and in age, and therefore is content to 
live and look forward to wrinkles and decrepi¬ 
tude in their due season. It is far otherwise 
with the busy idlers of the world. I was par¬ 
ticularly liable to this torment, being a medita¬ 
tive person in spite of my levity. The truth 
could not be concealed, nor the contemplation 
of it avoided. With deep inquietude I became 
aware that what was graceful now, and seemed 
appropriate enough to my age of flowers, would 
be ridiculous in middle life; and that the world, 
so indulgent to the fantastic youth, would scorn 
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the bearded man, still telling love-tales, loftily 
ambitious of a maiden’s tears, and squeezing 
out, as it were, with his brawny strength, the 
essence of roses. And in his old age the sweet 
lyrics of Anacreon made the girls laugh at his 
white hairs the more. With such sentiments, 
conscious that my part in the drama of life was 
fit only for a youthful performer, I nourished a 
regretful desire to be summoned early from the 
scene. I set a limit to myself, the age of twenty- 
five, few years indeed, but too many to be 
thrown away. Scarcely had I thus fixed the 
term of my mortal pilgrimage than the thought 
grew into a presentiment that, when the space 
should be completed, the world would have one 
butterfly the less, by my far flight. 

“ O, how fond I was of life, even while allot¬ 
ting, as my proper destiny, an early death! I 
loved the world, its cities, its villages, its grassy 
roadsides, its wild forests, its quiet scenes, its 
gay, warm, enlivening bustle ; in every aspect, 
I loved the world so long as I could behold it 
with young eyes and dance through it with a 
young heart. The earth had been made so 
beautiful, that I longed for no brighter sphere, 
but only an ever-youthful eternity in this. I 
clung to earth as if my beginning and ending 
were to be there, unable to imagine any but an 
earthly happiness, and choosing such, with all 
its imperfections, rather than perfect bliss, which 
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might be alien from it. Alas 1 I had not yet 
known that weariness by which the soul proves 
itself ethereal.” 

Turning over the old journal, I open, by 
chance, upon a passage which affords a signal 
instance of the morbid fancies to which Oberon 
frequently yielded himself. Dreams like the fol¬ 
lowing were probably engendered by the deep 
gloom sometimes thrown over his mind by his 
reflections on death. 

“ I dreamed that one bright forenoon I was 
walking through Broadway, and seeking to cheer 
myself with the warm and busy life of that far- 
famed promenade. Here a coach thundered 
over the pavement, and there an unwieldly om¬ 
nibus, with spruce gigs rattling past, and horse¬ 
men prancing through all the bustle. On the 
sidewalk people were looking at the rich display 
of goods, the plate and jewelry, or the latest cari¬ 
cature in the bookseller’s windows ; while fair 
ladies and whiskered gentlemen tripped gayly 
along, nodding mutual recognitions, or shrink¬ 
ing from some rough countryman or sturdy 
laborer, whose contact might have ruffled their 
finery. I found myself in this animated scene, 
with a dim and misty idea that it was not my 
proper place, or that I had ventured into the 
crowd with some singularity of dress or aspect 
which made me ridiculous. Walking in the 
sunshine, I was yet cold as death. By degrees, 
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too, I perceived myself the object of universal 
attention, and, as it seemed, of horror and af¬ 
fright. Every face grew pale; the laugh was 
hushed, and the voices died away in broken syl¬ 
lables ; the people in the shops crowded to the 
doors with a ghastly stare, and the passengers 
on all sides fled as from an embodied pestilence. 
The horses reared and snorted. An old beg¬ 
gar-woman sat before St. Paul’s Church, with 
her withered palm stretched out to all, but drew 
it back from me, and pointed to the graves and 
monuments in that populous churchyard. Three 
lovely girls whom I had formerly known, ran 
shrieking across the street. A personage in 
black, whom I was about to overtake, suddenly 
turned his head and showed the features of a 
long-lost friend. He gave me a look of horror 
and was gone. 

“ I passed not one step farther, but threw my 
eyes on a looking-glass which stood deep within 
the nearest shop. At first glimpse of my own 
figure, I awoke, with a horrible sensation of 
self-terror and self-loathing. No wonder that 
the affrighted city fled ! I had been promenad¬ 
ing Broadway in my shroud! ” 

I should be doing injustice to my friend’s 
memory, were I to publish other extracts even 
nearer to insanity than this, from the scarcely 
legible papers before me. I gather from them 
— for I do not remember that he ever related 
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to me the circumstances — that he once made 
a journey, chiefly on foot, to Niagara. Some 
conduct of the friends among whom he resided 
in his native village was constructed by him into 
oppression. These were the friends to whose 
care he had been committed by his parents, 
who died when Oberon was about twelve years 
of age. Though he had always been treated 
by them with the most un-form kindness, and 
though a favorite among the people of the vil¬ 
lage rather on account of the sympathy which 
they felt in his situation than from any merit 
of his own, such was the waywardness of his tem¬ 
per, that on a slight provocation he ran away 
from the home that sheltered him, expressing 
openly his determination to die sooner than 
return to the detested spot. A severe illness 
overtook him after he had been absent about 
four months. While ill, he felt how unsoothing 
were the kindest looks and tones of strangers. 
He rose from his sick-bed a better man, and 
determined upon a speedy self-atonement by 
returning to his native town. There he lived, 
solitary and sad, but forgiven and cherished by 
his friends, till the day he died. That part of 
the journal which contained a description of this 
journey is mostly destroyed. Here and there 
is a fragment. I cannot select, for the pages 
are very scanty; but I do not withhold the fol¬ 
lowing fragments, because they indicate a better 
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and more cheerful frame of mind than the fore* 
going. _ 

On reaching the ferry-house, a rude struc¬ 
ture of boards at the foot of the cliff, I found 
several of those wretches devoid of poetry, and 
lost some of my own poetry by contact with 
them. The hut was crowded by a party of 
provincials, — a simple and merry set, who had 
spent the afternoon fishing near the Falls, and 
were bartering black and white bass and eels for 
the ferryman’s whiskey. A greyhound and 
three spaniels, brutes of much more grace and 
decorous demeanor than their masters, sat at 
the door. A few yards off, yet wholly unno¬ 
ticed by the dogs, was a beautiful fox, whose 
countenance betokened all the sagacity attrib¬ 
uted to him in ancient fable. He had a com¬ 
fortable bed of straw in an old barrel, whither 
he retreated, flourishing his bushy tail as I made 
a step towards him, but soon came forth and 
surveyed me with a keen and intelligent eye. 
The Canadians bartered their fish and drank 
their whiskey, and were loquacious on trifling 
subjects, and merry at simple jests, with as little 
regard to the scenery as they could have to the 
flattest part of the Grand Canal. Nor was I 
entitled to despise them; for I amused myself 
with all those foolish matters of fishermen, and 
dogs, and fox, just 4b if Sublimity and Beauty 
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were not married at that place and moment; as 
if their nuptial band were not the brightest of 
all rainbows on the opposite shore; as if the 
gray precipice were not frowning above my 
head and Niagara thundering around me. 

“The grim ferryman, a black-whiskered giant, 
half drunk withal, now thrust the Canadians by 
main force out of his door, launched a boat, and 
bade me sit in the stern-sheets. Where we 
crossed, the river was white with foam, yet did 
not offer much resistance to a straight passage, 
which brought us close to the outer edge of 
the American Falls. The rainbow vanished 
as we neared its misty base, and when I leaped 
ashore the sun had left all Niagara in shadow.” 


“ A sound of merriment, sweet voices and 
girlish laughter, came dancing through the sol¬ 
emn roar of waters. In old times, when the 
French, and afterwards the English, held garri¬ 
sons near Niagara, it used to be deemed a feat 
worthy of a soldier, a frontierman, or an In¬ 
dian, to cross the rapids to Goat Island. As 
the country became less rude and warlike, a 
long space intervened, in which it was but half 
believed, by a faint and doubtful tradition, that 
mortal foot had never trod this wild spot of 
precipice and forest clinging between two cata¬ 
racts. The island is no longer a tangled forest, 
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but a grove of stately trees, with grassy inter¬ 
vals about their roots and woodland paths 
among their trunks. There was neither soldier 
nor Indian here now, but a vision of three lovely 
girls, running brief races through the broken 
sunshine of the grove, hiding behind the trees, 
and pelting each other with the cones of the 
pine. When their sport had brought them near 
me, it so happened that one of the party ran 
up and shook me by the hand, — a greeting 
which I heartily returned, and would have done 
the same had it been tenderer. I had known 
this wild little black-eyed lass in my youth and 
her childhood, before I had commenced my 
rambles. 

“ We met on terms of freedom and kindness, 
which elder ladies might have thought unsuit¬ 
able with a gentleman of my description. When 
I alluded to the two fair strangers, she shouted 
after them by their Christian names, at which 
summons, with grave dignity, they drew near, 
and honored me with a distant courtesy. They 
were from the upper part of Vermont. Whether 
sisters, or cousins, or at all related to each other, 
I cannot tell; but they are planted in my mem¬ 
ory like ‘ two twin roses on one stem,’ with the 
fresh dew in both their bosoms; and when I 
would have pure and pleasant thoughts I think 
of them. Neither of them could have seen 
seventeen years. They both were of a height, 
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and that a moderate one. The rose bloom of 
the cheeks could hardly be called bright in her 
who was the rosiest, nor faint, though a shade 
less deep, in her companion. Both had delicate 
eyebrows, not strongly defined, yet somewhat 
darker than their hair; both had small sweet 
mouths, maiden mouths, of not so warm and 
deep a tint as ruby, but on‘y red as the reddest 
rose ; each had those gems, the rarest, the most 
precious, a pair of clear, soft, bright blue eyes. 
Their style of dress was similar; one had on a 
black silk gown, with a stomacher of velvet, 
and scalloped cuffs of the same from the wrist 
to the elbow ; the other wore cuffs and stom¬ 
acher of the like pattern and material, over a 
gown of crimson silk. The dress was rather 
heavy for their slight figures, but suited to Sep¬ 
tember. They and the darker beauty all car¬ 
ried their straw bonnets in their hands.” 

I cannot better conclude these fragments than 
with poor Oberon’s description of his return 
to his native village after his slow recovery from 
his illness. How beautifully does he express 
his penitential emotions ! A beautiful moral 
may be indeed drawn from the early death of 
a sensitive recluse, who had shunned the ordi¬ 
nary avenues of distinction, and with splendid 
abilities sank to rest into an early grave, almost 
unknown to mankind, and without any record 
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save what my pen hastily leaves upon these 
tear-blotted pages. 


II 

MY HOME RETURN 

W HEN the stage-coach had gained the 
summit of the hill, I alighted to per¬ 
form the small remainder of my 
journey on foot. There had not been a more 
delicious afternoon than this in all the train of 
summer, the air being a sunny perfume, made 
up of balm, and warmth, and gentle brightness. 
The oak and walnut trees over my head retained 
their deep masses of foliage, and the grass, 
though for months the pasturage of stray cattle, 
had been revived with the freshness of early 
June by the autumnal rains of the preceding 
week. The garb of autumn, indeed, resembled 
that of spring. Dandelions and buttercups were 
sprinkled along the roadside, like drops of 
brightest gold in greenest grass, and a star-shaped 
little flower of blue, with a golden centre. In 
a rocky spot, and rooted under the stone wall, 
there was one wild rosebush bearing three roses, 
very faintly tinted, but blessed with a spicy 
fragrance. The same tokens would have an¬ 
nounced that the year was brightening into the 
glow of summer. There were violets too, though 
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few and pale ones. But the breath of Septem¬ 
ber was diffused through the mild air, and be¬ 
came perceptible, too thrillingly for my enfeebled 
frame, whenever a little breeze shook out the 
latent coolness. 

“ I was standing on the hill at the entrance 
of my native village, whence I had looked back 
to bid farewell, and forwaro to the pale mist-bow 
that overarched my path, and was the omen of 
my fortunes. How I haa misinterpreted that 
augury, the ghost of hope, with none of hope’s 
bright hues ! Nor could I deem that all its 
portents were yet accomplished, though from 
the same western sky the declining sun shone 
brightly in my face. But I was calm and not 
depressed. Turning to the village, so dim and 
dreamlike at my last view, I saw the white 
houses and brick stores, the intermingled trees, 
the footpaths with their wide borders of grass, 
and the dusty road between ; all a picture of 
peaceful gladness in the sunshine. 

“ ‘ Why have I never loved my home before? ’ 
thought I, as my spirit reposed itself on the quiet 
beauty of the scene. 

“ On the side of the opposite hill was the 
graveyard, sloping towards the farther extremity 
of the village. The sun shone as cheerfully 
there as on the abodes of the living, and showed 
all the little hillocks and the burial-stones, white 
marble or slate, and here and there a tomb, 
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with the pleasant grass about them all. A sin¬ 
gle tree was tinged with glory from the west, 
and. threw a pensive shade behind. Not far 
from where it fell was the tomb of my parents, 
whom I had hardly thought of in bidding adieu 
to the village, but had remembered them more 
faithfully among the feelings that drew me 
homeward. At my departure their tomb had 
been hidden in the morning mist. Beholding 
it in the sunshine now, I felt a sensation through 
my frame as if a breeze had thrown the cool¬ 
ness of September over me, though not a leaf 
was stirred, nor did the thistledown take flight. 
Was I to roam no more through this beautiful 
world, but only to the other end of the village ? 
Then let me lie down near my parents, but not 
with them, because I love a green grave better 
than a tomb. 

“ Moving slowly forward, I heard shouts and 
laughter, and perceived a considerable throng 
of people, who came from behind the meeting¬ 
house and made a stand in front of it. Thither 
all the idlers in the village were congregated to 
witness the exercises of the engine company, 
this being the afternoon of their monthly prac¬ 
tice. They deluged the roof of the meeting¬ 
house, till the water fell from the eaves in a 
broad cascade; then the stream beat against the 
dusty windows like a thunderstorm ; and some¬ 
times they flung it up beside the steeple, spar- 
308 



At the entrance of my native village 




JOURNAL OF A SOLITARY MAN 

kling in an ascending shower about the weather¬ 
cock. For variety’s sake the engineer made it 
undulate horizontally, like a great serpent flying 
over the earth. As his last effort, being roguishly 
inclined, he seemed to take aim at the sky, fall¬ 
ing short rather of which, down came the fluid, 
transformed to drops of silver, on the thickest 
crowd of the spectators. Then ensued a pro¬ 
digious rout and mirthful uproar, with no little 
wrath of the surly ones, whom this is an infalli¬ 
ble method of distinguishing. The joke afforded 
infinite amusement to the adies at the windows 
and some old people under the hay-scales. I 
also laughed at a distance, and was glad to find 
myself susceptible, as of old, to the simple mirth 
of such a scene. 

“ But the thoughts that it excited were not 
all mirthful. I had witnessed hundreds of such 
spectacles in my youth, and one precisely simi¬ 
lar only a few days before my departure. And 
now, the aspect of the village being the same, 
and the crowd composed of my old acquaint¬ 
ances, I could hardly realize that years had 
passed, or even months, or that the very drops 
of water were not falling at this moment which 
had been flung up then. But I pressed the 
conviction home, that, brief as the time appeared, 
it had been long enough for me to wander away 
and return again, with my fate accomplished, 
and little more hope in this world. The last 
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throb of an adventurous and wayward spirit 
kept me from repining. I felt as if it were 
better or not worse, to have compressed my 
enjoyments and sufferings into a few wild years, 
and then to rest myself in an early grave, than 
to have chosen the untroubled and ungladdened 
course of the crowd before me, whose days were 
all alike, and a long lifetime like each day. But 
the sentiment startled me. For a moment I 
doubted whether my dear-bought wisdom were 
anything but the incapacity to pursue fresh 
follies, and whether, if health and strength could 
be restored that night, I should be found in the 
village after to-morrow’s dawn. 

“Among other novelties, I had noticed that 
the tavern was now designated as a Temperance 
House, in letters extending across the whole 
front, with a smaller sign promising Hot Coffee 
at all hours, and Spruce Beer to lodgers gratis. 
There were few new buildings, except a Metho¬ 
dist chapel and a printing-office, with a book¬ 
store in the lower story. The golden mortar 
still ornamented the apothecary’s door, nor had 
the Indian Chief, with his gilded tobacco stalk, 
been relieved from doing sentinel’s duty before 
Dominicus Pike’s grocery. The gorgeous silks, 
though of later patterns, were still flaunting like 
a banner in front of Mr. Nightingale’s dry- 
goods store. Some of the signs introduced 
me to strangers, whose predecessors had failed, 
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or emigrated to the West, or removed merely 
to the other end of the village, transferring their 
names from the signboards to slabs of marble 
or slate. But, on the whole, death and vicissi¬ 
tude had done very little. There were old men 
scattered about the street, who had been old in 
my earliest reminiscences; and, as if their vener¬ 
able forms were permanent parts of the creation, 
they appeared to be hale and hearty old men 
yet. The less elderly were more altered, having 
generally contracted a stoop, with hair woefully 
thinned and whitened. Some I could hardly 
recognize ; at my last glance they had been boys 
and girls, but were young men and women 
when I looked again; and there were happy 
little things, too, rolling about on the grass, 
whom God had made since my departure. 

“ But now, in my lingering course, I had de¬ 
scended the hill, and began to consider, pain¬ 
fully enough, how I should meet my towns¬ 
people, and what reception they would give me. 
Of many an evil prophecy, doubtless, had I 
been the subject. And would they salute me 
with a roar of triumph or a low hiss of scorn, on 
beholding their worst anticipations more than 
accomplished ? 

“ ‘ No,’ said I, ‘ they will not triumph over 
me. And should they ask the cause of my re¬ 
turn, I will tell them that a man may go far and 
tarry long away, if his health be good and his 
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hopes high; but that when flesh and spirit be¬ 
gin to fail, he remembers his birthplace and tne 
old burial-ground, and hears a voice calling him 
to come home to his father and mother. They 
will know, by my wasted frame and feeble step, 
that I have heard the summons and obeyed. 
And, the first greetings over, they will let me 
walk among them unnoticed, and linger in the 
sunshine while I may, and steal into my grave 
in peace.’ 

“ With these reflections I looked kindly at 
the crowd, and drew off my glove, ready to give 
my hand to the first that should put forth his. 
It occurred to me, also, that some youth among 
them, now at the crisis of his fate, might have 
felt his bosom thrill at my example, and be em¬ 
ulous of my wild life and worthless fame. But 
I would save him. 

“ ‘ He shall be taught,’ said I, ‘ by my life, 
and by my death, that the world is a sad one 
for him who shrinks from its sober duties. My 
experience shall warn him to adopt some great 
and serious aim, such as manhood will cling to, 
that he may not feel himself, too late, a cum- 
berer of this overladen earth, but a man among 
men. I will beseech him not to follow an ec¬ 
centric path, nor, by stepping aside from the 
highway of human affairs, to relinquish his claim 
upon human sympathy. And often, as a text 
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of deep and varied meaning, I will remind him 
that he is an American.’ 

“ By this time I had drawn near the meet¬ 
ing-house, and perceived that the crowd were 
beginning to recognize me.” 

These are the last words traced by his hand. 
Has not so chastened a spirit found true com¬ 
munion with the pure in heaven? “ Until of 
late, I never could believe that I was seriously 
ill: the past, I thought, could not extend its 
misery beyond itself; life was restored to me, 
and should not be missed again. I had day¬ 
dreams even of wedded happiness. Still, as the 
days wear on, a faintness creeps through my 
frame and spirit, recalling the consciousness that 
a very old man might as well nourish hope and 
young desire as I at twenty-four. Yet the con¬ 
sciousness of my situation does not always make 
me sad. Sometimes I look upon the world 
with a quiet interest, because it cannot concern 
me personally, and a loving one for the same 
reason, because nothing selfish can interfere with 
the sense of brotherhood. Soon to be all spirit, 
I have already a spiritual sense of human na¬ 
ture, and see deeply into the hearts of mankind, 
discovering what is hidden from the wisest. 
The loves of young men and virgins are known 
to me, before the first kiss, before the whispered 
word, with the birth of the first sigh. My glance 
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comprehends the crowd, and penetrates the 
breast of the solitary man. I think better of the 
world than formerly, more generously of its vir¬ 
tues, more mercifully of its faults, with a higher 
estimate of its present happiness, and brighter 
hopes of its destiny. My mind has put forth 
a second crop of blossoms, as the trees do in 
the Indian summer. No winter will destroy 
their beauty, for they are fanned by the breeze 
and freshened by the shower that breathes and 
falls in the gardens of Paradise ! ” 
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BEING THE CARRIER’S ADDRESS TO THE PATRONS OF 
THE SALEM GAZETTE FOR THE 1ST OF JANUARY, 

1838 


ADDRESS 

K IND PATRONS: We newspaper car¬ 
riers are Time’s errand-boys; and all the 
year round the old gentleman sends us 
from one of your doors to another, to let you 
know what he is talking about and what he is 
doing. We are a strange set of urchins; for, 
punctually on New Year’s morning, one and all 
of us are seized with a fit of rhyme, and break 
forth in such hideous strains, that it would be 
no wonder if the infant Year, with her step 
upon the threshold, were frightened away by the 
discord with which we strive to welcome her. 
On these occasions, most generous patrons, you 
never fail to give us a taste of your bounty; but 
whether as a reward for our verses, or to pur¬ 
chase a respite from further infliction of them, is 
best known to your worshipful selves. More¬ 
over, we, Time’s errand-boys as aforesaid, feel it 
incumbent upon us, on the first day of every 
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year, to present a sort of summary of our mas¬ 
ter’s dealings with the world, throughout the 
whole of the preceding twelvemonth. Now it 
had so chanced, by a misfortune heretofore un¬ 
heard of, that I, your present petitioner, have 
been altogether forgotten by the Muse. Instead 
of being able (as I naturally expected) to mea¬ 
sure my ideas into six-foot lines, and tack a 
rhyme at each of their tails, 1 find myself, this 
blessed morning, the same simple proser that I 
was yesterday, and shall probably be to-morrow. 
And to my further mortification, being a hum¬ 
ble-minded little sinner, I feel nowise capable of 
talking to your worships with the customary 
wisdom of my brethren, and giving sage opin¬ 
ions as to what Time has done right, and what 
he has done wrong, and what of right or wrong 
he means to do hereafter. Such being my un¬ 
happy predicament, it is with no small confu¬ 
sion of face that I make bold to present myself 
at your doors. Yet it were surely a pity that my 
non-appearance should defeat your bountiful 
designs for the replenishing of my pockets. 
Wherefore I have bethought me, that it might 
not displease your worships to hear a few par¬ 
ticulars about the person and habits of Father 
Time, with whom, as being one of his errand- 
boys, I have more acquaintance than most lads 
of my years. 

For a great many years past, there has been 
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a woodcut on the cover of the Farmer’s Al¬ 
manac, pretending to be a portrait of Father 
Time. It represents that respectable personage 
as almost in a state of nudity, with a single lock 
of hair on his forehead, wings on his shoulders, 
and accoutred with a scythe and an hour-glass. 
These two latter symbols appear to betoken that 
the old fellow works in haying-time, by the hour. 
But, within my recollection Time has never car¬ 
ried a scythe and an hour-glass, nor worn a pair 
of wings, nor shown himself in the half-naked 
condition that the almana< would make us be¬ 
lieve. Nowadays he is the most fashionably 
dressed figure about town ; and I take it to be 
his natural disposition, old as he is, to adopt 
every fashion of the day and of the hour. Just 
at the present period, you may meet him in a 
furred surtout, with pantaloons strapped under 
his narrow-towed boots; on his head, instead of 
a single forelock, he wears a smart auburn wig, 
with bushy whiskers of the same hue, the whole 
surmounted by a German-lustre hat. He has 
exchanged his hour-glass for a gold patent-lever 
watch, which he carries in his vest pocket; and 
as for his scythe, he has either thrown it aside 
altogether, or converted its handle into a cane 
not much stouter than a riding-switch. If you 
stare him full in the face, you will perhaps de¬ 
tect a few wrinkles ; but, on a hasty glance, you 
might suppose him to be in the very heyday of 
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life, as fresh as he was in the garden of Eden. 
So much for the present aspect of Time; but 
I by no means insure that the description shall 
suit him a month hence, or even at this hour 
to-morrow. 

It is another very common mistake to sup¬ 
pose that Time wanders among old ruins, and 
sits on mouldering walls and moss-grown stones, 
meditating about matters which everybody else 
has forgotten. Some people, perhaps, would 
expect to find him at the burial ground in Broad 
Street, poring over the half-illegible inscriptions 
on the tombs of the Higginsons, the Hathornes, 1 
the Holyokes, the Brownes, the Olivers, the 
Pickmans, the Pickerings, and other worthies 
with whom he kept company of old. Some 
would look for him on the ridge of Gallows Hill, 
where, in one of his darkest moods, he and 
Cotton Mather hung the witches. But they 
need not seek him there. Time is invariably 
the first to forget his own deeds, his own his¬ 
tory, and his own former associates. His place 
is in the busiest bustle of the world. If you 
would meet Time face to face, you have only 
to promenade in Essex Street, between the hours 
of twelve and one ; and there, among beaux and 
belles, you will see old Father Time, apparently 

1 Not “Hawthorne,** as one of the present representatives of the 
family has seen fit to transmogrify a good old name. However, Time has 
seldom occasion to mention the gentleman's name, so that it is no great 
matter how he spells or pronounces it. 
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the gayest of the gay. He walks arm in arm 
with the young men, talking about balls and 
theatres, and afternoon rides, and midnight 
merry-makings; he recommends such and such 
a fashionable tailor, and sneers at every garment 
of six months’ antiquity, and, generally, before 
parting, he invites his friends to drink cham¬ 
pagne,— a wine in which Time delights, on 
account of its rapid effervescence. And Time 
treads lightly beside the fair girls, whispering to 
them (the old deceiver !) that they are the sweet¬ 
est angels he ever was acquainted with. He tells 
them that they have nothing to do but dance 
and sing, and twine roses in their hair, and 
gather a train of lovers, and that the world will 
always be like an illuminated ballroom. And 
Time goes to the Commercial News-Room, 
and visits the insurance offices, and stands at 
the corner of Essex and St. Peter’s streets, talk¬ 
ing with the merchants about the arrival of 
ships, the rise and fall of stocks, the price of 
cotton and breadstuff's, the prospects of the 
whaling business and the cod fishery, and all 
other news of the day. And the young gentle¬ 
men, and the pretty girls, and the merchants, 
and all others with whom he makes acquaint¬ 
ance, are apt to think that there is nobody like 
Time, and that Time is all in all. 

But Time is not near so good a fellow as they 
take him for. He is continually on the watch 
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for mischief, and often seizes a sly opportunity 
to lay his cane over the shoulders of some mid¬ 
dle-aged gentleman; and lo and behold ! the 
poor man’s back is bent, his hair turns gray, 
and his face looks like a shrivelled apple. This 
is what is meant by being “ time-stricken.” It 
is the worst feature in Time’s character that he 
always inflicts the greatest injuries on his oldest 
friends. Yet, shamefully as he treats them, they 
evince no desire to cut his acquaintance, and 
can seldom bear to think of a final separation. 

Again, there is a very prevalent idea that 
Time loves to sit by the fireside, telling stories 
of the Puritans, the witch persecutors, and the 
heroes of the old French War and the Revolu¬ 
tion.; and that he has no memory for anything 
more recent than the days of the first President 
Adams. This is another great mistake. Time 
is so eager to talk of novelties, that he never 
fails to give circulation to the most incredible 
rumors of the day, though at the hazard of be¬ 
ing compelled to eat his own words to-morrow. 
He shows numberless instances of this propen¬ 
sity while the national elections are in progress. 
A month ago his mouth was full of the won¬ 
derful Whig victories; and to do him justice, 
he really seems to have told the truth for once. 
Whether the same story will hold good another 
year, we must leave Time himself to show. He 
has a good deal to say, at the present juncture, 
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concerning the revolutionary movements in 
Canada; he blusters a little about the north¬ 
eastern boundary question ; he expresses great 
impatience at the sluggishness of our command¬ 
ers in the Florida War; he gets considerably 
excited whenever the subject of abolition is 
brought forward, and so much the more, as he 
appears hardly to have made up his mind on 
one side or the other. Whenever this happens 
to be the case, — as it often does, — Time works 
himself into such a rage, that you would think 
he were going to tear the universe to pieces ; 
but I never yet knew him to proceed, in good 
earnest, to such terrible extremities. During 
the last six or seven months, he has been seized 
with intolerable sulkiness at the slightest men¬ 
tion of the currency; for nothing vexes Time 
so much as to be refused cash upon the nail. 
The above are the chief topics of general inter¬ 
est which Time is just now in the habit of dis¬ 
cussing. For his more private gossip he has 
rumors of new matches, of old ones broken off, 
with now and then a whisper of good-natured 
scandal; sometimes, too, he condescends to 
criticise a sermon, or a lyceum lecture, or per¬ 
formance of the glee club; and, to be brief, 
catch the volatile essence of present talk and 
transitory opinions, and you will have Time’s 
gossip, word for word. I may as well add, that 
he expresses great approbation of Mr. Russell’s 
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vocal abilities, and means to be present from 
beginning to end of his next concert. It is not 
every singer that could keep Time with his voice 
and instrument for a whole evening. 

Perhaps you will inquire, “ What are Time’s 
literary tastes ? ” And here again there is a gen¬ 
eral mistake. It is conceived by many, that 
Time spends his leisure hours at the Athenaeum, 
turning over the musty leaves of those large 
worm-eaten folios, which nobody else has dis¬ 
turbed since the death of the venerable Dr. 
Oliver. So far from this being the case. Time’s 
profoundest studies are the new novels from 
Messrs. Ives and Jewett’s Circulating Library. 
He skims over the lighter articles in the period¬ 
icals of the day, glances at the newspapers, and 
then throws them aside forever, all except The 
Salem Gazette, of which he preserves a file, for 
his amusement a century or two hence. 

We will now consider Time as a man of busi¬ 
ness. In this capacity, our citizens are in the 
habit of complaining, not wholly without reason, 
that Time is sluggish and dull. You may see 
him occasionally at the end of Derby Wharf, 
leaning against a post, or sitting on the breech 
of an iron cannon, staring listlessly at an un¬ 
rigged East-Indiaman. Or, if you look through 
the windows of the Union Marine Insurance 
Office, you may get a glimpse of him there, 
nodding over a newspaper, among the old 
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weather-beaten sea-captains who recollect when 
Time was quite a different sort of fellow. If 
you enter any of the dry-goods stores along 
Essex Street, you will be likely to find him with 
his elbows on the counter, bargaining for a yard 
of tape or a paper of pins. To catch him in 
his idlest mood, you must visit the office of 
some young lawyer. Still, however, Time does 
contrive to do a little business among us, and 
should not be denied the credit of it. During 
the past season he has worked pretty diligently 
upon the railroad, and promises to start the cars 
by the middle of next summer. Then we may 
fly from Essex Street to State Street, and be 
back again before Time misses us. In conjunc¬ 
tion with our worthy mayor (with whose ances¬ 
tor, the Lord Mayor of London, Time was well 
acquainted more than two hundred years ago) 
he has laid the corner-stone of a new city hall, 
the granite front of which is already an orna¬ 
ment to Court Street. But besides these pub¬ 
lic affairs, Time busies himself a good deal in 
private. Just at this season of the year, he is 
engaged in collecting bills, and may be seen at 
almost any hour peregrinating from street to 
street, and knocking at half the doors in town, 
with a great bundle of these infernal documents. 
On such errands he appears in the likeness of 
an undersized, portly old gentleman, with gray 
hair, a bluff red face, and a loud tone of voice; 
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and many people mistake him for the penny- 
post. 

Never does a marriage take place, but Time 
is present among the wedding guests ; for mar¬ 
riage is an affair in which Time takes more in¬ 
terest than in almost any other. He generally 
gives away the bride, and leads the bridegroom 
by the hand to the threshold of the bridal cham¬ 
ber. Although Time pretends to be very merry 
on these occasions, yet, if you watch him well, 
you may often detect a sigh. Whenever a babe 
is born into this weary world, Time is in a'ttend- 
dance, and receives the wailing infant in his arms. 
And the poor babe shudders instinctively at his 
embrace, and sets up a feeble cry. Then, again, 
from the birth-chamber he must hurry to the 
bedside of some old acquaintance, whose busi¬ 
ness with Time is ended forever, though their 
accounts remain to be settled at a future day. 
It is terrible, sometimes, to perceive the linger¬ 
ing reluctance, the shivering agony, with which 
the poor souls bid Time farewell, if they have 
gained no other friend to supply the gray de¬ 
ceiver’s place. How do they cling to Time, 
and steal another and yet another glance at his 
familiar aspect! But Time, the hard-hearted 
old fellow! goes through such scenes with in¬ 
finite composure, and dismisses his best friends 
from memory the moment they are out of sight. 
Others, who have not been too intimate with 
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Time, as knowing him to be a dangerous char¬ 
acter, and apt to ruin his associates, — these 
take leave of him with joy, and pass away with 
a look of triumph on their features. They 
know that, in spite of all his flattering promises, 
he could not make them happy, but that now 
they shall be so, long after Time is dead and 
buried. 

For Time is not immortal. Time must die, 
and be buried in the deep grave of eternity. 
And let him die. From the hour when he 
passed forth through the gate of Eden, till this 
very moment, he has gone to and fro about the 
earth, staining his hands with blood, committing 
crimes innumerable, and bringing misery on him¬ 
self and all mankind. Sometimes he has been 
a pagan ; sometimes a persecutor. Sometimes he 
has spent centuries in darkness, where he could 
neither read nor write. These were called the 
Dark Ages. There has hardly been a single 
year, when he has not stirred up strife among 
the nations. Sometimes, as in France less than 
fifty years ago, he has been seized with fits of 
frenzy, and murdered thousands of innocent 
people at noonday. He pretends, indeed, that 
he has grown wiser and better now. Trust him 
who will; for my part, I rejoice that Time shall 
not live forever. He hath an appointed office 
to perform. Let him do his task, and die. 
Fresh and young as he would make himself 
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appear, he is already hoary with age ; and the 
very garments that he wears about the town 
were put on thousands of years ago, and have 
been patched and pieced to suit the present 
fashion. There is nothing new in him nor about 
him. Were he to die while I am speaking, we 
could not pronounce it an untimely death. Me- 
thinks, with his heavy heart and weary brain. 
Time should himself be glad to die. 

Meanwhile, gentle patrons, as Time has 
brought round another New Year, pray remem¬ 
ber your poor petitioner. For so small a lad, 
you will agree that I talk pretty passably well, 
and have fairly earned whatever spare specie 
Time has left in your pockets. Be kind to me; 
and I have good hope that Time will be kind 
to you. After all the hard things which I have 
said about him, he is really, — that is, if you 
take him for neither more nor less than he is 
worth, and use him as not abusing him, — 
Time is really a very tolerable old fellow, and 
may be endured for a little while that we are to 
keep him company. Be generous, kind patrons, 
to Time’s errand-boy. So may he bring to the 
merchant his ship safe from the Indies; to 
the lawyer, a goodly number of new suits; to the 
doctor, a crowd of patients with the dyspepsia 
and fat purses ; to the farmer, a golden crop and 
a ready market; to the mechanic, steady em¬ 
ployment and good wages ; to the idle gentle- 
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man some honest business; to the rich, kind 
hearts and liberal hands; to the poor, warm 
firesides and food enough, patient spirits, and 
the hope of better days ; to our country,* a re¬ 
turn of specie payments; and to you, sweet 
maid, the youth who stole into your dream last 
night! And next New Year’s Day (if I find 
nothing better to do in the mean while) may 
Time again bring to your doors your loving 
little friend, 

The Carrier. 
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'C IT T E have before us a volume of auto- 
V/v/ graph letters, chiefly of soldiers and 
’ ’ statesmen of the Revolution, and 

addressed to a good and brave man. General 
Palmer, who himself drew his sword in the 
cause. They are profitable reading in a quiet 
afternoon, and in a mood withdrawn from too 
intimate relation with the present time; so that 
we can glide backward some three quarters 
of a century, and surround ourselves with the 
ominous sublimity of circumstances that then 
frowned upon the writers. To give them their 
full effect, we should imagine that these letters 
have this moment been brought to town by the 
splashed and way-worn post-rider, or perhaps 
by an orderly dragoon, who has ridden in a per¬ 
ilous hurry to deliver his despatches. They are 
magic scrolls, if read in the right spirit. The 
roll of the drum and the fanfare of the trumpet 
is latent in some of them ; and in others, an 
echo of the oratdry that resounded in the old 
halls of the Continental Congress, at Phila¬ 
delphia ; or the words may come to us as with 
the living utterance of one of those illustrious 
men, speaking face to face, in friendly cqmmu- 
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nion. Strange, that the mere identity of paper 
and ink should be so powerful. The same 
thoughts might look cold and ineffectual in a 
printed book. Human nature craves a certain 
materialism, and clings pertinaciously to what 
is tangible, as if that were of more importance 
than the spirit accidentally involved in it. And, 
in truth, the original manuscript has always 
something which print itself must inevitably 
lose. An erasure, even a Mot, a casual irregu¬ 
larity of hand, and all such little imperfections 
of mechanical execution, br>ng us close to the 
writer, and perhaps convey some of those sub¬ 
tle intimations for which language has no shape. 

There are several letters from John Adams, 
written irf a small, hasty, ungraceful hand, but 
earnest, and with no unnecessary flourish. The 
earliest is dated at Philadelphia, September 26, 
1774, about twenty days after the first opening 
of the Continental Congress. We look at this 
old yellow document, scribbled on half a sheet 
of foolscap, and ask of it many questions for 
which words have no response. We would fain 
know what were their mutual impressions, when 
all those venerable faces, that have since been 
traced on steel, or chiselled out of marble, and 
thus made familiar to posterity, first met one 
another’s gaze ! Did one spirit harmonize them, 
in spite of the dissimilitude of manners between 
the North and the South, which were now for 
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the first time brought into political relations ? 
Could the Virginian descendant of the Cavaliers, 
and the New Englander with his hereditary 
Puritanism, — the aristocratic Southern planter, 
and the self-made man from Massachusetts or 
Connecticut, — at once feel that they were coun¬ 
trymen and brothers ? What did John Adams 
think of Jefferson ? — and Samuel Adams of 
Patrick Henry ? Did not North and South 
combine in their deference for the sage Frank¬ 
lin, so long the defender of the colonies in 
England, and whose scientific renown was al¬ 
ready world-wide? And was there yet any whis¬ 
pered prophecy, any vague conjecture, circulat¬ 
ing among the delegates, as to the destiny which 
might be in reserve for one stately man, who 
sat, for the most part, silent among them? — 
what station he was to assume in the world’s 
history ? — and how many statues would repeat 
his form and countenance, and successively crum¬ 
ble beneath his immortality ? 

The letter before us does not answer these 
inquiries. Its main feature is the strong ex¬ 
pression of the uncertainty and awe that per¬ 
vaded even the firm hearts of the Old Congress, 
while anticipating the struggle which was to 
ensue. “ The commencement of hostilities,” it 
says, “ is exceedingly dreaded here. It is thought 
that an attack upon the troops, even should it 
prove successful, would certainly involve the 
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whole continent in a war. It is generally 
thought that the Ministry would rejoice at a 
rupture in Boston, because it would furnish an 
excuse to the people at home ” [this was the last 
time, we suspect, that John Adams spoke of 
England thus affectionately], “ and unite them 
in an opinion of the necessity of pushing hos¬ 
tilities against us.” 

His next letter bears on the superscription, 
“ Favored by General Washington.” The date 
is June 20, 1775, three davs after the battle of 
Bunker Hill, the news of which could not yet 
have arrived at Philadelphia. But the war, so 
much dreaded, had begun, on the quiet banks 
of Concord River ; an army of twenty thousand 
men was beleaguering Boston; and here was 
Washington journeying northward to take the 
command. It seems to place us in a nearer 
relation with the hero, to find him performing 
the little courtesy of bearing a letter between 
friend and friend, and to hold in our hands the 
very document intrusted to such a messenger. 
John Adams says simply, “We send you Gen¬ 
erals Washington and Lee for your comfort; ” 
but adds nothing in regard to the character of 
the Commander-in-Chief. This letter displays 
much of the writer’s ardent temperament; if he 
had been anywhere but in the hall of Congress, 
it would have been in the intrenchment before 
Boston. 
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“ I hope,” he writes, “ a good account will 
be given of Gage, Haldiman, Burgoyne, Clin¬ 
ton, and Howe, before winter. Such a wretch 
as Howe, with a statue in honor of his family 
in Westminster Abbey, erected by the Massa¬ 
chusetts, to come over with the design to cut 
the throats of the Massachusetts people, is too 
much. I most sincerely, coolly, and devoutly 
wish that a lucky ball or bayonet may make a 
signal example of him, in warning to all such 
unprincipled, unsentimental miscreants for the 
future! ” 

He goes on in a strain that smacks somewhat 
of aristocratic feeling: “ Our camp will be an 
illustrious school of military virtue, and will be 
resorted to and frequented, as such, by gentle¬ 
men in great numbers from the other colonies.” 
The term “ gentleman ” has seldom been used 
in this sense subsequently to the Revolution. 
Another letter introduces us to two of these 
gentlemen, Messrs. Acquilla Hall and Josias 
Carvill, volunteers, who are recommended as 
“of the first families in Maryland, and possess¬ 
ing independent fortunes.” 

After the British had been driven out of Bos¬ 
ton, Adams cries out, “ Fortify, fortify; and 
never let them get in again ! ” It is agreeable 
enough to perceive the filial affection with which 
John Adams and the other delegates from the 
North regard New England, and especially the 
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good old capital of the Puritans. Their love 
of country was hardly yet so diluted as to ex¬ 
tend over the whole thirteen colonies, which 
were rather looked upon as allies than as com¬ 
posing one nation. In truth, the patriotism of 
a citizen of the United States is a sentiment by 
itself of a peculiar nature, and requiring a life¬ 
time, or at least the custom of many years, to 
naturalize it among the other possessions of the 
heart. 

The collection is enriched by a letter — dated 
“Cambridge, August 26, 1775” — from Wash¬ 
ington himself. He wrote it in that house 
now so venerable with his memory, — in that 
very room where his bust now stands upon a 
poet’s table; from this sheet of paper passed 
the hand that held the leading-staff! Nothing 
can be more perfectly in keeping with all other 
manifestations of Washington than the whole 
visible aspect and embodiment of this letter. 
The manuscript is as clear as daylight; the punc¬ 
tuation exact, to a comma. There is a calm 
accuracy throughout, which seems the produc¬ 
tion of a species of intelligence that cannot err, 
and which, if we may so speak, would affect us 
with a more human warmth, if we could con¬ 
ceive it capable of some slight human error. 
The chirography is characterized by a plain and 
easy grace, which, in the signature, is somewhat 
elaborated, and becomes a type of the personal 
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manner of a gentleman of the old school, but 
without detriment to the truth and clearness 
that distinguish the rest of the manuscript. The 
lines are as straight and equidistant as if ruled; 
and, from beginning to end, there is no physi¬ 
cal symptom — as how should there be ? — of 
a varying mood, of jets of emotion, or any of 
those fluctuating feelings that pass from the 
hearts into the fingers of common men. The 
paper itself (like most of those Revolutionary 
letters, which are written on fabrics fit to endure 
the burden of ponderous and earnest thought) 
is stout and of excellent quality, and bears the 
water-mark of Britannia, surmounted by the 
Crown. The subject of the letter is a statement 
of reasons for not taking possession of Point 
Allerton ; a position commanding the entrance 
of Boston Harbor. After explaining the diffi¬ 
culties of the case, arising from his want of men 
and munitions for the adequate defence of the 
lines which he already occupies, Washington 
proceeds: “To you, sir, who are a well-wisher 
to the cause, and can reason upon the effects of 
such conduct, I may open myself with freedom, 
because no improper disclosures will be made 
of our situation. But I cannot expose my 
weakness to the enemy (though I believe they 
are pretty well informed of everything that 
passes), by telling this and that man, who are 
daily pointing out this and that and t’ other 
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place, of all the motives that govern my actions; 
notwithstanding I know what will be the conse¬ 
quence of not doing it, — namely, that I shall 
be accused of inattention to the public service, 
and perhaps of want of spirit to prosecute it. 
But this shall have no effect upon my conduct. 
I will steadily (as far as my judgment will assist 
me) pursue such measures as I think conducive 
to the interest of the cause, and rest satisfied 
under any obloquy that shall be thrown, con¬ 
scious of having discharged my duty to the best 
of my abilities.” 

The above passage, like every other passage 
that could be quoted from his pen, is charac¬ 
teristic of Washington, and entirely in keep¬ 
ing with the calm elevation of his soul. Yet 
how imperfect a glimpse do we obtain of him, 
through the medium of this or any of his let¬ 
ters ! We imagine him writing calmly, with a 
hand that never falters ; his majestic face neither 
darkens nor gleams with any momentary ebulli¬ 
tion of feeling or irregularity of thought; and 
thus flows forth an expression precisely to the 
extent of his purpose, no more, no less. Thus 
much we may conceive. But still we have not 
grasped the man; we have caught no glimpse 
of his interior; we have not detected his per¬ 
sonality. It is the same with all the recorded 
traits of his daily life. The collection of them, 
by different observers, seems sufficiently abun- 
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dant, and strictly harmonizes with itself, yet 
never brings us into intimate relationship with 
the hero, nor makes us feel the warmth and the 
human throb of his heart. What can be the 
reason ? Is it, that his great nature was adapted 
to stand in relation to his country, as man 
stands towards man, but could not individualize 
itself in brotherhood to an individual ? 

There are two from Franklin, the earliest 
dated, “ London, August 8, 1767,” and ad¬ 
dressed to “ Mrs. Franklin, at Philadelphia.” 
He was then in England, as agent for the colo¬ 
nies in their resistance to the oppressive policy 
of Mr. Grenville’s administration. The letter, 
however, makes no reference to political or other 
business. It contains only ten or twelve lines, 
beginning, “ My dear child,” and conveying an 
impression of long and venerable matrimony 
which has lost all its romance, but retained a 
familiar and quiet tenderness. He speaks of 
making a little excursion into the country for 
his health; mentions a larger letter, despatched 
by another vessel; alludes with homely affabil¬ 
ity to “ Mrs. Stevenson,” “ Sally,” and “ our 
dear Polly; ” desires to be remembered to “ all 
inquiring friends ; ” and signs himself, “Your 
ever loving husband.” In this conjugal epistle, 
brief and unimportant as it is, there are the ele¬ 
ments that summon up the past, and enable us 
to create anew the man, his connections and cir- 
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cumstances. We can see the sage in his Lon¬ 
don lodgings, — with his wig cast aside, and 
replaced by a velvet cap, — penning this very 
letter; and then can step across the Atlantic, 
and behold its reception by the elderly, but still 
comely, Madam Franklin, who breaks the seal 
and begins to read, first remembering to put on 
her spectacles. The seal, b\ the way, is a pom¬ 
pous one of armorial bearings, rather symbolical 
of the dignity of the Colonial Agent, and Post¬ 
master-General of'America, than of the humble 
origin of the Philadelphia printer. The writing 
is in the free, quick style of a man with great 
practice of the pen, and is particularly agreeable 
to the reader. 

Another letter from the same famous hand 
is addressed to General Palmer, and dated, 
“ Passy, October 27, 1779.” By an indorse¬ 
ment on the outside it appears to have been 
transmitted to the United States through the 
medium of Lafayette. Franklin was now the 
ambassador of his country at the Court of Ver¬ 
sailles, enjoying an immense celebrity, caressed 
by the French ladies, and idolized alike by the 
fashionable and the learned, who saw something 
sublime and philosophic even in his blue yarn 
stockings. Still, as before, he writes with the 
homeliness and simplicity that cause a human 
face to look forth from the old, yellow sheet 
of paper, and in words that make our ears re- 
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echo, as with the sound of his long-extinct ut¬ 
terance. Yet this brief epistle, like the former, 
has so little of tangible matter that we are 
ashamed to copy it. 

Next, we come to the fragment of a letter 
by Samuel Adams; an autograph more utterly 
devoid of ornament or flourish than any other 
in the collection. It would not have been- 
characteristic, had his pen traced so much as a 
hair-line in tribute to grace, beauty, or the elab¬ 
orateness of manner; for this earnest-hearted 
man had been produced out of the past ele¬ 
ments of his native land, a real Puritan, with 
the religion of his forefathers, and likewise with 
their principles of government, taking the aspect 
of Revolutionary politics. At heart, Samuel 
Adams was never so much a citizen of the 
United States as he was a New Englander, and 
a son of the old Bay Province. The follow¬ 
ing passage has much of the man in it: “I 
heartily congratulate you,” he writes from 
Philadelphia, after the British have left Boston, 
“ upon the sudden and important change in our 
affairs, in the removal of the barbarians from 
the capital. We owe our grateful acknowledg¬ 
ments to Him who is, as he is frequently styled 
in Sacred Writ, ‘ The Lord of Hosts.’ We 
have not yet been informed with certainty what 
course the enemy have steered. I hope we 
shall be on our guard against future attempts. 
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Will not care be taken to fortify the harbor, 
and thereby prevent the entrance of ships-of-war 
hereafter ? ” 

From Hancock, we have only the envelope 
of a document “ on public service,” directed to 
“The Hon. the Assembly, or Council of 
Safety of New Hampshire,” and with the auto¬ 
graph affixed, that stands out so prominently 
in the Declaration of Independence. As seen 
in the engraving of that instrument, the signa¬ 
ture looks precisely what we should expect and 
desire in the handwriting of a princely merchant, 
whose penmanship had been practised in the 
ledger which he is represented as holding, in 
Copley’s brilliant picture, but to whom his na¬ 
tive ability, and the circumstances and customs 
of his country, had given a place among its 
rulers. But, on the coarse and dingy paper 
before us, the effect is very much inferior; the 
direction, all except the signature, is a scrawl, 
large and heavy, but not forcible; and even the 
name itself, while almost identical in its strokes 
with that of the Declaration, has a strangely 
different and more vulgar aspect. Perhaps it 
is all right, and typical of the truth. If we may 
trust tradition, and unpublished letters, and a 
few witnesses in point, there was quite as much 
difference between the actual man and his his¬ 
torical aspect as between the manuscript signa¬ 
ture and the engraved one. One of his asso- 
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dates, both in political life and permanent 
renown, is said to have characterized him as a 
“man without a head or heart.” We, of an 
after generation, should hardly be entitled, on 
whatever evidence, to assume such ungracious 
liberty with a name that has occupied a lofty 
position until it has grown almost sacred, and 
which is associated with memories more sacred 
than itself, and has thus become a valuable 
reality to our countrymen, by the aged rever¬ 
ence that clusters round about it. Neverthe¬ 
less, it may be no impiety to regard Hancock 
not precisely as a real personage, but as a majes¬ 
tic figure, useful and necessary in its way, but 
producing its effect far more by an ornamental 
outside than by any intrinsic force or virtue. 
The page of all history would be half unpeo¬ 
pled if all such characters were banished from 
it. 

From General Warren we have a letter dated 
January 14, 1775, only a few months before he 
attested the sincerity of his patriotism, in his 
own blood, on Bunker Hill. His handwriting 
has many ungraceful flourishes. All the small 
d’s spout upward in parabolic curves, and de¬ 
scend at a considerable distance. His pen seems 
to have had nothing but hair-lines in it; and 
the whole letter, though perfectly legible, has 
a look of thin and unpleasant irregularity. The 
subject is a plan for securing to the colonial 
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party the services of Colonel Gridley the engi* 
neer, by an appeal to his private interests. 
Though writing to General Palmer, an intimate 
friend, Warren signs himself, most ceremoni¬ 
ously, “ Your obedient servant.” Indeed, these 
stately formulas in winding up a letter were 
scarcely laid aside, whatever might be the famil¬ 
iarity of intercourse: husband and wife were 
occasionally, on paper at least, the “ obedient 
servants ” of one another ; and not improbably, 
among well-bred people, there was a corre¬ 
sponding ceremonial of bows and courtesies, 
even in the deepest interior of domestic life. 
With all the reality that filled men’s hearts, and 
which has stamped its impress on so many of 
these letters, it was a far more formal age than 
the present. 

It may be remarked that Warren was almost 
the only man eminently distinguished in the 
intellectual phase of the Revolution, previous 
to the breaking out of the war, who actually 
uplifted his arm to do battle. The legislative 
patriots were a distinct class from the patriots 
of the camp, and never laid aside the gown for 
the sword. It was very different in the great 
civil war of England, where the leading minds 
of the age, when argument had done its office, 
or left it undone, put on their steel breastplates 
and appeared as leaders in the field. Educated 
young men, members of the old colonial fami- 
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lies, — gentlemen, as John Adams terms them, 
— seem not to have sought employment in the 
Revolutionary army, in such numbers as might 
have been expected. Respectable as the officers 
generally were, and great as were the abilities 
sometimes elicited, the intellect and cultivation 
of the country was inadequately represented in 
them, as a body. 

Turning another page, we find the frank of 
a letter from Henry Laurens, President of Con¬ 
gress, — him whose destiny it was, like so many 
noble men of old, to pass beneath the Traitor’s 
Gate of the Tower of London, — him whose 
chivalrous son sacrificed as brilliant a future as 
any young American could have looked forward 
to, in an obscure skirmish. Likewise, we have 
the address of a letter to Messrs. Leroy and 
Bayard, in the handwriting of Jefferson; too 
slender a material to serve as a talisman for sum¬ 
moning up the writer; a most unsatisfactory 
fragment, affecting us like a glimpse of the re¬ 
treating form of the sage of Monticello, turning 
the distant corner of a street. There is a scrap 
from Robert Morris, the financier; a letter or 
two from Judge Jay; and one from General 
Lincoln, written, apparently, on the gallop, but 
without any of those characteristic sparks that 
sometimes fly out in a hurry, when all the lei¬ 
sure in the world would fail to elicit them. 
Lincoln was the type of a New England soldier; 

342 



A BOOK OF AUTOGRAPHS 


a man of fair abilities, not especially of a warlike 
cast, without much chivalry, but faithful and 
bold, and carrying a kind of decency and re¬ 
straint into the wild and ruthless business of 
arms. 

From good old Baron Steuben, we find not 
a manuscript essay on the method of arranging 
a battle, but a commercial draft, in a small, neat 
hand, as plain as print, elegant without flourish, 
except a very complicated one on the signature. 
On the whole, the specimen is sufficiently char¬ 
acteristic, as well of the Baron’s soldier-like and 
German simplicity, as of the polish of the Great 
Frederick’s aide-de-camp, a man of courts and 
of the world. How singular and picturesque 
an effect is produced, in the array of our Revo¬ 
lutionary army, by the intermingling of these 
titled personages from the Continent of Europe, 
with feudal associations clinging about them, — 
Steuben, De Kalb, Pulaski, Lafayette! — the 
German veteran, who had written from one 
famous battlefield to another for thirty years; 
and the young French noble, who had come 
hither, though yet unconscious of his high office, 
to light the torch that should set fire to the 
antiquated trumpery of his native institutions. 
Among these autographs, there is one from 
Lafayette, written long after our Revolution, 
but while that of his own country was in full 
progress. The note is merely as follows: “ En- 
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closed you will find, my dear Sir, two tickets 
for the sittings of this day. One part of the 
debate will be on the Honors of the Pantheon, 
agreeably to what has been decreed by the Con¬ 
stitutional Assembly.” 

It is a pleasant and comfortable thought, that 
we have no such classic folly as is here indicated, 
to lay to the charge of our Revolutionary fa¬ 
thers. Both in their acts, and in the drapery 
of those acts, they were true to their several and 
simple selves, and thus left nothing behind them 
for a fastidious taste to sneer at. But it must 
be considered that our Revolution did not, like 
that of France, go so deep as to disturb the 
common sense of the country. 

General Schuyler writes a letter, under date 
of February 22, 1780, relating not to military 
affairs, from which the prejudices of his country¬ 
men had almost disconnected him, but to the 
Salt Springs of Onondaga. The expression is 
peculiarly direct, and the hand that of a man of 
business, free and flowing. The uncertainty, 
the vague, hearsay evidence respecting these 
springs, then gushing into dim daylight beneath 
the shadow of a remote wilderness, is such as 
might now be quoted in reference to the quality 
of the water that supplies the fountains of the 
Nile. The following sentence shows us an In¬ 
dian woman and her son, practising their simple 
process in the manufacture of salt, at a fire of 
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wind-strewn boughs, the flame of which gleams 
duskily through the arches of the forest: “ From 
a variety of information, I find the smallest 
quantity made by a squaw, with the assistance 
of one boy, with a kettle of about ten gallons’ 
capacity, is half a bushel per day; the greatest, 
with the same kettle, about two bushels.” It 
is particularly interesting to find out anything 
as to the embryo yet stationary arts of life 
among the red people, their manufactures, their 
agriculture, their domestic labors. It is partly 
the lack of this knowledge — the possession of 
which would establish a ground of sympathy on 
the part of civilized men—that makes the In¬ 
dian race so shadow-like and unreal to our con¬ 
ception. 

We could not select a greater contrast to the 
upright and unselfish patriot whom we have just 
spoken of, than the traitor Arnold, from whom 
there is a brief note, dated, “ Crown Point, Jan¬ 
uary 19, 1775,” addressed to an officer under 
his command. The three lines of which it con¬ 
sists can prove bad spelling, erroneous grammar, 
and misplaced and superfluous punctuation; but, 
with all this complication of iniquity, the ruffian 
general contrives to express his meaning as 
briefly and clearly as if the rules of correct com¬ 
position had been ever so scrupulously observed. 
This autograph, impressed with the foulest name 
in our history, has somewhat of the interest that 
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would attach to a document on which a fiend- 
devoted wretch had signed away his salvation. 
But there was not substance enough in the man 
— a mere cross between the bull-dog and the 
fox — to justify much feeling of any sort about 
him personally. The interest, such as it is, 
attaches but little to the man, and far more to 
the circumstances amid which he acted, ren¬ 
dering the villany almost sublime, which, ex¬ 
ercised in petty affairs, would only have been 
vulgar. 

We turn another leaf, and find a memorial 
of Hamilton. It is but a letter of introduction, 
addressed to Governor Jay in favor of Mr. Da¬ 
vies, of Kentucky; but it gives an impression of 
high breeding and courtesy, as little to be mis¬ 
taken as if we could see the writer’s manner and 
hear his cultivated accents, while personally mak¬ 
ing one gentleman known to another. There 
is likewise a rare vigor of expression and preg¬ 
nancy of meaning, such as only a man of habit¬ 
ual energy of thought could have conveyed into 
so commonplace a thing as an introductory let¬ 
ter. This autograph is a graceful one, with an 
easy and picturesque flourish beneath the sig¬ 
nature, symbolical of a courteous bow at the 
conclusion of the social ceremony so admirably 
performed. Hamilton might well be the leader 
and idol of the Federalists ; for he was preemi¬ 
nent in all the high qualities that characterized 
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the great men of that party, and which should 
make even a Democrat feel proud that his 
country had produced such a noble old band of 
aristocrats ; and he shared all the distrust of the 
people, which so inevitably and so righteously 
brought about their ruin. With his autograph 
we associate that of another Federalist, his friend 
in life; a man far narrower r han Hamilton, but 
endowed with a native vigor, that caused many 
partisans to grapple to him for support; upright, 
sternly inflexible, and of a simplicity of manner 
that might have befitted the sturdiest republican 
among us. In our boyhood we used to see a 
thin, severe figure of an ancient man, time-worn 
but apparently indestructible, moving with a step 
of vigorous decay along the street, and knew 
him as “ Old Tim Pickering.” 

Side by side, too, with the autograph of 
Hamilton, we would place one from the hand 
that shed his blood. It is a few lines of Aaron 
Burr, written in 1823 ; when all his ambitious 
schemes, whatever they once were, had been so 
long shattered that even the fragments had 
crumbled away, leaving him to exert his with¬ 
ered energies on petty law cases, to one of which 
the present note refers. The hand is a little 
tremulous with age, yet small and fastidiously 
elegant, as became a man who was in the habit 
of writing billet-doux on scented note-paper, as 
well as documents of war and state. This is to 
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us a deeply interesting autograph. Remember¬ 
ing what has been said of the power of Burr’s 
personal influence, his art to tempt men, his 
might to subdue them, and the fascination that 
enabled him, though cold at heart, to win the 
love of woman, we gaze at this production of 
his pen as into his own inscrutable eyes, seek¬ 
ing for the mystery of his nature. How singu¬ 
lar that a character imperfect, ruined, blasted, 
as this man’s was, excites a stronger interest 
than if it had reached the highest earthly per¬ 
fection of which its original elements would ad¬ 
mit ! It is by the diabolical part of Burr’s 
character that he produces his effect on the 
imagination. Had he been a better man, we 
doubt, after all, whether the present age would 
not already have suffered him to wax dusty, 
and fade out of sight, among the mere respect¬ 
able mediocrities of his own epoch. But, cer¬ 
tainly, he was a strange, wild offshoot to have 
sprung from the united stock of those two sin¬ 
gular Christians, President Burr of Princeton 
College, and Jonathan Edwards ! 

Omitting many, we have come almost to the 
end of these memorials of historical men. We 
observe one other autograph of a distinguished 
soldier of the Revolution, Henry Knox, but 
written in 1791, when he was Secretary of War. 
In its physical aspect, it is well worthy to be a 
soldier’s letter. The hand is large, round, and 
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legible at a glance ; the lines far apart and ac¬ 
curately equidistant; and the whole affair looks 
not unlike a company of regular troops in 
marching order. The signature has a point-like 
firmness and simplicity. It is a curious obser¬ 
vation, sustained by these autographs, though 
we know not how generally correct, that South¬ 
ern gentlemen are more addicted to a flourish 
of the pen beneath their names, than those of 
the North. 

And now we come to the men of a later gen¬ 
eration, whose active life reaches almost within 
the verge of present affairs ; people of dignity, 
no doubt, but whose characters have not ac¬ 
quired, either from time or circumstances, the 
interest that can make their autographs valuable 
to any but the collector. Those whom we have 
hitherto noticed were the men of an heroic age. 
They are departed, and now so utterly departed, 
as not even to touch upon the passing genera¬ 
tion through the medium of persons still in life, 
who can claim to have known them familiarly. 
Their letters, therefore, come to us like material 
things out of the hands of mighty shadows, long 
historical, and traditionary, and fit companions 
for the sages and warriors of a thousand years 
ago. In spite of the proverb, it is not in a sin¬ 
gle day, or in a very few years, that a man can 
be reckoned “ as dead as Julius Caesar.” We 
feel little interest in scraps from the pens of old 
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gentlemen, ambassadors, governors, senators, 
heads of departments, even presidents though 
they were, who lived lives of praiseworthy re¬ 
spectability, and whose powdered heads and 
black knee-breeches have but just vanished out 
of the drawing-room. Still less do we value 
the blotted paper of those whose reputations 
are dusty, not with oblivious time, but with 
present political turmoil and newspaper vogue. 
Really great men, however, seem, as to their 
effect on the imagination, to take their place 
amongst past worthies, even while walking in 
the very sunshine that illuminates the autumnal 
day in which we write. We look, not without 
curiosity, at the small, neat hand of Henry Clay, 
who, as he remarks with his habitual deference 
to the wishes of the fair, responds to a young 
lady’s request for his seal; and we dwell longer 
over the torn-off conclusion of a note from Mr. 
Calhoun, whose words are strangely dashed off 
without letters, and whose name, were it less 
illustrious, would be unrecognizable in his Own 
autograph. But of all hands that can still grasp 
a pen, we know not th§- one, belonging to a 
soldier or a statesman, which could interest us 
more than the hand that wrote the following? 
“ Sir, your note of the 6 th inst. is received. I 
hasten to answer that there was no man * in tht» 
station of colonel, by the name of J. T. Smith/ 
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under my command, at the battle of New Or¬ 
leans ; and am, respectfully, 

“ Yours, Andrew Jackson. 

Oct . igtb , 1833.” 

The old general, we suspect, has been in- 
snared by a pardonable little stratagem on the 
part of the autograph collector. The battle of 
New Orleans would hardly have been won, 
without better aid than tfiis problematical 
Colonel J. T. Smith. 

Intermixed with and appended to these his¬ 
torical autographs, there are a few literary ones. 
Timothy Dwight — the “ old Timotheus ” who 
sang the Conquest of Canaan, instead of choos¬ 
ing a more popular subject, in the British Con¬ 
quest of Canada — is of eldest date. Colonel 
Trumbull, whose hand, at various epochs of 
his life, was familiar with sword, pen, and pen¬ 
cil, contributes two letters, which lack the pic¬ 
turesqueness of execution that should distin¬ 
guish the chirography of an artist. The value 
of Trumbull’s pictures is of the same nature 
with that of daguerreotypes, depending not 
upon the ideal but the actual. The beautiful 
signature of Washington Irving appears as the 
indorsement of a draft, dated in 1814, when, if 
we may take this document as evidence, his in¬ 
dividuality seems to have been merged into the 
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firm of “ P. E. Irving & Co.” Never was any¬ 
thing less mercantile than this autograph, though 
as legible as the writing of a bank clerk. With¬ 
out apparently aiming at artistic beauty, it has 
all the Sketch Book in it. We find the signa¬ 
ture and seal of Pierpont, the latter stamped 
with the poet’s almost living countenance. 
What a pleasant device for a seal is one’s own 
face, which he may thus multiply at pleasure, 
and send letters to his friends, — the Head 
without, and the Heart within! There are a 
few lines in the schoolgirl hand of Margaret 
Davidson, at nine years old ; and a scrap of a 
letter from Washington Allston, a gentle and 
delicate autograph, in which we catch a glimpse 
of thanks to his correspondent for the loan of 
a volume of poetry. Nothing remains, save a 
letter from Noah Webster, whose early toils 
were manifested in a spelling-book, and those 
of his later age in a ponderous dictionary. 
Under date of February io, 1843, he writes in 
a sturdy, awkward hand, very fit for a lexico¬ 
grapher, an epistle of an old man’s reminiscences, 
from which we extract the following anecdote 
of Washington, presenting the patriot in a fes¬ 
tive light: — 

“ When I was travelling to the South, in the 
year 1785, I called on General Washington at 
Mount Vernon. At dinner, the last course of 
dishes was a species of pancakes, which were 
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handed round to each guest, accompanied with 
a bowl of sugar and another of molasses for sea¬ 
soning them, that each guest might suit him¬ 
self. When the dish came to me, I pushed by 
me the bowl of molasses, observing to the gen¬ 
tlemen present, that I had enough of that in 
my own country. The General burst out with 
a loud laugh , a thing very unusual with him. 
‘ Ah,’ said he, ‘ there is not hing in that story 
about your eating molasses in New England.’ 
There was a gentleman from Maryland at the 
table; and the General immediately told a story, 
stating that, during the Revolution, a hogshead 
of molasses was stove in, in West Chester, by 
the oversetting of a wagon ; and a body of 
Maryland troops being near, the soldiers ran 
hastily, and saved all they could by filling their 
hats or caps with molasses.” 

There are said to be temperaments endowed 
with sympathies so exquisite, that, by merely 
handling an autograph, they can detect the 
writer’s character with unerring accuracy, and 
read his inmost heart as easily as a less-gifted 
eye would peruse the written page. Our faith 
in this power, be it a spiritual one, or only a re¬ 
finement of the physical nature, is not unlimited, 
in spite of evidence. God has imparted to the 
human soul a marvellous strength in guarding 
its secrets, and he keeps at least the deepest 
and most inward record for his own perusal. 

353 



SKETCHES AND ESSAYS 

But if there be such sympathies as we have 
alluded to, in how many instances would His¬ 
tory be put to the blush by a volume of auto¬ 
graph letters, like this which we now close ! 
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The Wayside, August a8, i860. 


M Y dear Cousin : I should be very 
glad to write a story, as you request, 
for the benefit of :he Essex Institute, 
or for any other purpose that might be deemed 
desirable by my native townspeople. But it is 
now many years since the epoch of the Twice- 
Told Tales, and the Mosses from an Old 
Manse; and my mind seems to have lost the 
plan and measure of those little narratives, in 
which it was once so unprofitably fertile. I 
can write no story, therefore; but (rather than 
be entirely wanting to the occasion) I will en¬ 
deavor to describe a spot near Salem, on which 
it was once my purpose to locate such a dreamy 
fiction as you now demand of me. 

It is no other than that conspicuous hill (1 
really know not whether it lies in Salem, Dan¬ 
vers, or Beverly) which used in my younger 
days to be known by the name of “ Browne’s 
Folly.” This eminence is a long ridge rising 
out of the level country around, like a whale’s 
back out of a calm sea, with the head and tail 
beneath the surface. Along its base ran a green 
and seldom-trodden lane, with which I was very 
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familiar in my boyhood ; and there was a little 
brook, which I remember to have dammed up 
till its overflow made a mimic ocean. When 
I last looked for this tiny streamlet, which was 
still rippling freshly through my memory, I 
found it strangely shrunken ; a mere ditch in¬ 
deed, and almost a dry one. But the green 
lane was still there, precisely as I remembered 
it; two wheel tracks, and the beaten path of the 
horses’ feet, and grassy strips between ; the 
whole overshadowed by tall locust-trees, and 
the prevalent barberry bushes, which are rooted 
so fondly into the recollections of every Essex 
man. 

From this lane there is a steep ascent up the 
side of the hill, the ridge of which affords two 
views of very wide extent and variety. On one 
side is the ocean, and Salem and Beverly on 
its shores ; on the other a rural scene, almost 
perfectly level, so that each man’s metes and 
bounds can be traced out as on a map. The 
beholder takes in at a glance the estates on 
which different families have long been situated, 
and the houses where they have dwelt, and cher¬ 
ished their various interests, intermarrying, 
agreeing together, or quarrelling, going to live, 
annexing little bits of real estate, acting out their 
petty parts in life, and sleeping quietly under 
the sod at last. A man’s individual affairs look 
not so very important, when we can climb high 
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enough to get the idea of a complicated neigh¬ 
borhood. 

But what made the hill particularly interesting 
to me were the traces of an old and long-van¬ 
ished edifice midway on the curving ridge, and 
at its highest point. A pre-revolutionary mag¬ 
nate, the representative of a famous old Salem 
family, had here built himse'f a pleasure-house, 
on a scale of magnificence which, combined with 
its airy site and difficult approach, obtained for 
it, and for the entire hill on which it stood, the 
traditionary title of“ Browne s Folly.” Whether 
a folly or no, the house was certainly an unfor¬ 
tunate one. While still in its glory, it was so 
tremendously shaken by the earthquake of 1755 
that the owner dared no longer reside in it; and, 
practically acknowledging that its ambitious 
site rendered it indeed a Folly, he proceeded 
to locate it on humbler ground. The great 
house actually took up its march along the de¬ 
clining ridge of the hill, and came safely to the 
bottom, where it stood till within the memory 
of men now alive. 

The proprietor, meanwhile, had adhered to 
the Royalist side, and fled to England during 
the Revolution. The mansion was left under 
the care of Richard Derby (an ancestor of the 
present Derby family), who had a claim to the 
Browne property through his wife, but seems 
to have held the premises precisely as the 
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refugee left them, for a long term of years, in 
the expectation of his eventual return. The 
house remained, with all its furniture in its spa¬ 
cious rooms and chambers, ready for the exile’s 
occupancy, as soon as he should reappear. As 
time went on, however, it began to be neglected, 
and was accessible to whatever vagrant or idle 
schoolboy, or berrying party, might choose to 
enter through its ill-secured windows. 

But there was one closet in the house which 
everybody was afraid to enter, it being supposed 
that an evil spirit — perhaps a domestic Demon 
of the Browne family — was confined in it. One 
day, three or four score years ago, some school¬ 
boys happened to be playing in* the deserted 
chambers, and took it into their heads to de¬ 
velop the secrets of this mysterious closet. With 
great difficulty and tremor they succeeded in 
forcing the door. As it flew open, there was a 
vision of people in garments of antique magnifi¬ 
cence, — gentlemen in curled wigs and tarnished 
gold-lace, and ladies in brocade and quaint head¬ 
dresses, rushing tumultuously forth and tum¬ 
bling upon the floor. The urchins took to their 
heels, in huge dismay, but crept back, after a 
while, and discovered that the apparition was 
composed of a mighty pile of family portraits. 
I had the story, the better part of a hundred 
years afterwards, from the very schoolboy who 
pried open the closet door. 
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After standing many years at the foot of the 
hill, the house was again removed in three por¬ 
tions, and was fashioned into three separate 
dwellings, which, for aught I know, are yet ex¬ 
tant in Danvers. 

The ancient site of this proud mansion may 
still be traced (or could have been ten years ago) 
upon the summit of the hiil. It consisted of 
two spacious wings, connected by an intermediate 
hall of entrance, which fronted likewise upon 
the ridge. Two shallow and grass-grown cav¬ 
ities remain, of what were once the deep and 
richly stored cellars under the two wings; and 
between them is the outline of the connecting 
hall, about as deep as a plough furrow, and 
somewhat greener than the surrounding sod. 
The two cellars are still deep enough to shelter 
a visitor from the fresh breezes that haunt the 
summit of the hill; and barberry bushes clus¬ 
tering within them offer the harsh acidity of their 
fruits, instead of the rich wines which the colo¬ 
nial magnate was wont to store there for his 
guests. There I have sometimes sat and tried 
to rebuild, in my imagination, the stately house, 
or to fancy what a splendid show it must have 
made even so far off as in the streets of Salem, 
when the old proprietor illuminated his many 
windows to celebrate the King’s birthday. 

I have quite forgotten what story I once pur¬ 
posed writing about “ Browne’s Folly,” and I 
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freely offer the theme and site to any of my 
young townsmen who may be afflicted with the 
same tendency towards fanciful narratives which 
haunted me in my youth and long afterwards. 
Truly yours, 

Nathaniel Hawthorne. 
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BY A PEACEABLE MAN 

[This article first appeared in the Atlantic Monthly for 
July, 1862. The editor of the magazine objected to sundry 
paragraphs in the manuscript, and hese were cancelled with 
the consent of the author, who himself supplied all the foot¬ 
notes that accompanied the article w hen it was published, and 
which are here retained. One of the suppressed passages, in 
which President Lincoln is described, was afterward printed, 
and is therefore restored to its proper place in the following 
pages.] 

T HERE is no remoteness of life and 
thought, no hermetically sealed seclu¬ 
sion, except, possibly, that of the grave, 
into which the disturbing influences of this war 
do not penetrate. Of course, the general heart- 
quake of the country long ago knocked at my 
cottage door, and compelled me, reluctantly, to 
suspend the contemplation of certain fantasies, 
to which, according to my harmless custom, I 
was endeavoring to give a sufficiently lifelike 
aspect to admit of their figuring in a romance. 
As I make no pretensions to statecraft or sol¬ 
diership, and could promote the common weal 
neither by valor nor counsel, it seemed, at first, 
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a pity that I should be debarred from such un« 
substantial business as I had contrived for my¬ 
self, since nothing more genuine was to be sub¬ 
stituted for it. But I magnanimously considered 
that there is a kind of treason in insulating one’s 
self from the universal fear and sorrow, and 
thinking one’s idle thoughts in the dread time 
of civil war; and could a man be so cold and 
hard-hearted, he would better deserve to be sent 
to Fort Warren than many who have found 
their way thither on the score of violent but 
misdirected sympathies. I remembered the 
touching rebuke administered by King Charles 
to that rural squire the echo of whose hunting- 
horn came to the poor monarch’s ear on the 
morning before a battle, where the sovereignty 
and constitution of England were to be set at a 
stake. So I gave myself up to reading news¬ 
papers and listening to the click of the telegraph, 
like other people; until, after a great many 
months of such pastime, it grew so abominably 
irksome that I determined to look a little more 
closely at matters with my own eyes. 

Accordingly we set out — a friend and my¬ 
self— towards Washington, while it was still 
the long, dreary January of our Northern year, 
though March in name ; nor were we unwilling 
to clip a little margin off the five months’ winter, 
during which there is nothing genial in New 
England save the fireside. It was a clear, frosty 
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morning when we started. The sun shone 
brightly, on snow-covered hills in the neigh¬ 
borhood of Boston, and burnished the sur¬ 
face of frozen ponds; and the wintry weather 
kept along with us while we trundled through 
Worcester and Springfield, and all those old, 
familiar towns, and through the village cities of 
Connecticut. In New York the streets were 
afloat with liquid mud and slosh. Over New 
Jersey there was still a thin covering of snow, 
with the face of Nature visible through the rents 
in her white shroud, though with little or no 
symptom of reviving life. But when we reached 
Philadelphia, the air was mild and balmy; there 
was but a patch or two of dingy winter here and 
there, and the bare, brown fields about the city 
were ready to be green. We had met the 
Spring halfway, in her slow progress from the 
South; and if we kept onward at the same pace, 
and could get through the Rebel lines, we should 
soon come to fresh grass, fruit blossoms, green 
peas, strawberries, and all such delights of early 
summer. 

On our way we heard many rumors of the 
war, but saw few signs of it. The people were 
staid and decorous, according to their ordinary 
fashion ; and business seemed about as brisk as 
usual,— though, I suppose, it was considerably 
diverted from its customary channels into war¬ 
like ones. In the cities, especially in New York, 
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there was a rather prominent display of military 
goods at the shop windows, — such as swords 
with gilded scabbards and trappings, epaulets, 
carabines, revolvers, and sometimes a great iron 
cannon at the edge of the pavement, as if Mars 
had dropped one of his pocket pistols there, 
while hurrying to the field. As railway com¬ 
panions, we had now and then a volunteer in his 
French-gray greatcoat, returning from furlough, 
or a new-made officer travelling to join his 
regiment, in his new-made uniform, which was 
perhaps all of the military character that he had 
about him, — but proud of his eagle-buttons, 
and likely enough to do them honor before the 
gilt should be wholly dimmed. The country, 
in short, so far as bustle and movement went, 
was more quiet than in ordinary times, because 
so large a proportion of its restless elements had 
been drawn towards the seat of the conflict. But 
the air was full of a vague disturbance. To me, 
at least, it seemed so, emerging from such a 
solitude as has been hinted at, and the more 
impressible by rumors and indefinable presenti¬ 
ments, since I had not lived, like other men, 
in an atmosphere of continual talk about the 
war. A battle was momentarily expected on 
the Potomac; for, though our army was still 
on the hither side of the river, all of us were 
looking towards the mysterious and terrible 
Manassas, with the idea that somewhere in its 
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neighborhood lay a ghastly battlefield, yet to 
be fought, but foredoomed of old to be bloodier 
than the one where we had reaped such shame. 
Of all haunted places, methinks such a destined 
field should be thickest thronged with ugly 
phantoms, ominous of mischief through ages 
beforehand. 

Beyond Philadelphia there was a much greater 
abundance of military people. Between Balti¬ 
more and Washington a guard seemed to hold 
every station along the railn >ad ; and frequently, 
on the hillsides, we saw a collection of weather¬ 
beaten tents, the peaks of which, blackened with 
smoke, indicated that they had been made com¬ 
fortable by stove heat throughout the winter. 
At several commanding positions we saw forti¬ 
fications, with the muzzles of cannon protruding 
from the ramparts, the slopes of which were 
made of the yellow earth of that region, and still 
unsodded; whereas, till these troublous times, 
there have been no forts but what were grass- 
grown with the lapse of at least a lifetime of 
peace. Our stopping-places were thronged with 
soldiers, some of whom came through the cars 
asking for newspapers that contained accounts 
of the battle between the Merrimack and Moni¬ 
tor, which had been fought the day before. A 
railway train met us, conveying a regiment out 
of Washington to some unknown point; and 
reaching the capital, we filed out of the station 
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between lines of soldiers, with shouldered mus¬ 
kets, putting us in mind of similar spectacles at 
the gates of European cities. It was not with¬ 
out sorrow that we saw the free circulation of 
the nation’s life-blood (at the very heart, more¬ 
over) clogged with such strictures as these, which 
have caused chronic diseases in almost all coun¬ 
tries save our own. Will the time ever come 
again, in America, when we may live half a score 
of years without once seeing the likeness of a 
soldier, except it be in the festal march of a com¬ 
pany on its summer tour? Not in this genera¬ 
tion, I fear, nor in the next, nor till the Mil¬ 
lennium; and even that blessed epoch, as the 
prophecies seem to intimate, will advance to the 
sound of the trumpet. 

One terrible idea occurs in reference to this 
matter. Even supposing the war should end 
to-morrow, and the army melt into the mass of 
the population within the year, what an incal¬ 
culable preponderance will there be of military 
titles and pretensions for at least half a century 
to come! Every country neighborhood will 
have its general or two, its three or four colonels, 
half a dozen majors, and captains without end 
— besides non-commissioned officers and pri¬ 
vates, more than the recruiting offices ever knew 
of, — all with their campaign stories, which will 
become the staple of fireside talk forevermore. 
Military merit, or rather, since that is not so 
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readily estimated, military notoriety, will be the 
measure of all claims to civil distinction. One 
bullet-headed general will succeed another in 
the Presidential chair; and veterans will hold 
the offices at home and abroad, and sit in Con¬ 
gress and the state legislatures, and fill all the 
avenues of public life. And yet I do not speak 
of this deprecatingly, since, very likely, it may 
substitute something more real and genuine, in¬ 
stead of the many shams on which men have 
heretofore founded their claims to public re¬ 
gard ; but it behooves civilians to consider their 
wretched prospects in the future, and assume 
the military button before it is too late. 

We were not in time to see Washington as 
a camp. On the very day of our arrival sixty 
thousand men had crossed the Potomac on their 
march towards Manassas; and almost with their 
first step into the Virginia mud, the phantasma- 
gory of a countless host and impregnable ram¬ 
parts, before which they had so long remained 
quiescent, dissolved quite away. It was as if 
General McClellan had thrust his sword into a 
gigantic enemy, and, beholding him suddenly 
collapse, had discovered to himself and the 
world that he had merely punctured an enor¬ 
mously swollen bladder. There are instances 
of a similar character in old romances, where 
great armies are long kept at bay by the arts 
of necromancers, who build airy towers and 
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battlements, and muster warriors of terrible as¬ 
pect, and thus feign a defence of seeming im¬ 
pregnability, until some bolder champion of the 
besiegers dashes forward to try an encounter 
with the foremost foeman, and finds him melt 
away in the death grapple. With such heroic 
adventures let the march upon Manassas be 
hereafter reckoned. The whole business, though 
connected with the destinies of a nation, takes 
inevitably a tinge of the ludicrous. The vast 
preparation of men and warlike material, — the 
majestic patience and docility with which the 
people waited through those weary and dreary 
months, — the martial skill, courage, and cau¬ 
tion with which our movement was ultimately 
made, — and, at last, the tremendous shock 
with which we were brought suddenly up against 
nothing at all! The Southerners show little 
sense of humor nowadays, but I think they 
must have meant to provoke a laugh at our ex¬ 
pense, when they planted those Quaker guns. 
At all events, no other Rebel artillery has played 
upon us with such overwhelming effect. 

The troops being gone, we had the better 
leisure and opportunity to look into other mat¬ 
ters. It is natural enough to suppose that the 
centre and heart of Washington is the Capitol; 
and certainly, in its outward aspect, the world 
has not many statelier or more beautiful edi¬ 
fices, nor any, I should suppose, more skilfully 
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adapted to legislative purposes, and to all ac¬ 
companying needs. But, etc., etc. 1 

• •• ••••• 
We found one man, however, at the Capitol, 
who was satisfactorily adequate to the business 
which brought him thither. In quest of him, 
we went through halls, galleries, and corridors, 
and ascended a noble staircase, balustraded with 
a dark and beautifully variegated marble from 
Tennessee, the richness of which is quite a suffi¬ 
cient cause for objecting to the secession of that 
State. At last we came to a barrier of pine 
boards, built right across the stairs. Knocking 
at a rough, temporary door, we thrust a card 
beneath ; and in a minute or two it was opened 
by a person in his shirt-sleeves, a middle-aged 
figure, neither tall nor short, of Teutonic build 
and aspect, with an ample beard of a ruddy tinge 
and chestnut hair. He looked at us, in the first 
place, with keen and somewhat guarded eyes, as 
if it were not his practice to vouchsafe any great 
warmth of greeting, except upon sure ground 
of observation. Soon, however, his look grew 
kindly and genial (not that it had ever been in 
the least degree repulsive, but only reserved), 

1 We omit several paragraphs here, in which the author speaks of some 
prominent Members of Congress with a freedom that seems to have b£en not 
unkindly meant, but might be liable to misconstruction. As he admits that 
he never listened to an important debate, we can hardly recognize his quali¬ 
fications to estimate these gentlemen, in their legislative and oratorical 
capacities. 
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and Leutze allowed us to gaze at the cartoon 
of his great fresco, and talked about it unaffect¬ 
edly, as only a man of true genius can speak of 
his own works. Meanwhile the noble design 
spoke for itself upon the wall. A sketch in 
color, which we saw afterwards, helped us to 
form some distant and flickering notion of what 
the picture will be, a few months hence, when 
these bare outlines, already so rich in thought 
and suggestiveness, shall glow with a fire of 
their own, — a fire which, I truly believe, will 
consume every other pictorial decoration of the 
Capitol, or, at least, will compel us to banish 
those stiff and respectable productions to some 
less conspicuous gallery. The work will be 
emphatically original and American, embracing 
characteristics that neither art nor literature have 
yet dealt with, and producing new forms of ar¬ 
tistic beauty from the natural features of the 
Rocky Mountain region, which Leutze seems 
to have studied broadly and minutely. The 
garb of the hunters and wanderers of those des¬ 
erts, too, under his free and natural manage¬ 
ment, is shown as the most picturesque of cos¬ 
tumes. But it would be doing this admirable 
painter no kind office to overlay his picture 
with any more of my colorless and uncertain 
words ; so I shall merely add that it looked full 
of energy, hope, progress, irrepressible move¬ 
ment onward, all represented in a momentary 
37 ° 



CHIEFLY ABOUT WAR MATTERS 


pause of triumph; and it was most cheering to 
feel its good augury at this dismal time, when 
our country might seem to have arrived at such 
a deadly standstill. 

It was an absolute comfort, indeed, to find 
Leutze so quietly busy at this great national 
work, which is destined to glow for centuries 
on the walls of the Capitol, if that edifice shall 
stand, or must share its fate, if treason shall 
succeed in subverting it with the Union which 
it represents. It was deligfitful to see him so 
calmly elaborating his design, while other men 
doubted and feared, or hoped treacherously, and 
whispered to one another that the nation would 
exist only a little longer, or that, if a remnant 
still held together, its centre and seat of govern¬ 
ment would be far northward and westward of 
Washington. But the artist keeps right on, 
firm of heart and hand, drawing his outlines with 
an unwavering pencil, beautifying and idealizing 
our rude, material life, and thus manifesting that 
we have an indefeasible claim to a more endur¬ 
ing national existence. In honest truth, what 
with the hope-inspiring influence of the design, 
and what with Leutze’s undisturbed evolvement 
of it, I was exceedingly encouraged, and allowed 
these cheerful auguries to weigh against a sinis¬ 
ter omen that was pointed out to me in another 
part of the Capitol. The freestone walls of the 
central edifice are pervaded with great cracks, 
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and threaten to come thundering down, under 
the immense weight of the iron dome, — an ap¬ 
propriate catastrophe enough, if it should occur 
on the day when we drop the Southern stars out 
of our flag. 

Everybody seems to be at Washington, and 
yet there is a singular dearth of imperatively 
noticeable people there. I question whether 
there are half a dozen individuals, in all kinds 
of eminence, at whom a stranger, wearied with 
the contact of a hundred moderate celebrities, 
would turn round to snatch a second glance. 
Secretary Seward, to be sure, — a pale, large¬ 
nosed, elderly man, of moderate stature, with a 
decided originality of gait and aspect, and a cigar 
in his mouth, — etc., etc . 1 


Of course, there was one other personage, in 
the class of statesmen, whom I should have been 
truly mortified to leave Washington without 
seeing; since (temporarily, at least, and by force 
of circumstances) he was the man of men. But 
a private grief had built up a barrier about him, 
impeding the customary free intercourse of 
Americans with their chief magistrate ; so that 
I might have come away without a glimpse of 

1 We are again compelled to interfere with our friend’s license of per¬ 
sonal description and criticism. Even Cabinet Ministers (to whom the 
next few pages of the article were devoted) had their private immunities, 
which ought to be conscientiously observed, — unless, indeed, the writer 
chanced to have some very piquant motives for violating them. 
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his very remarkable physiognomy, save for a 
semi-official opportunity of which I was glad to 
take advantage. The fact is, we were invited 
to annex ourselves, as supernumeraries, to a 
deputation that was about to wait upon the 
President, from a Massachusetts whip factory, 
with a present of a splendid whip. 

Our immediate party consisted only of four 
or five (including Major Ben Perley Poore, with 
his note-book and pencil), but we were joined 
by several other persons, who seemed to have 
been lounging about the precincts of the White 
House, under the spacious porch, or within the 
hall, and who swarmed in with us to take the 
chances of a presentation. Nine o’clock had 
been appointed as the time for receiving the 
deputation, and we were punctual to the mo¬ 
ment ; but not so the President, who sent us 
word that he was eating his breakfast, and would 
come as soon as he could. His appetite, we 
were glad to think, must have been a pretty 
fair one ; for we waited about half an hour in 
one of the antechambers, and then were ushered 
into a reception-room, in one corner of which 
sat the Secretaries of War and of the Treasury, 
expecting, like ourselves, the termination of the 
Presidential breakfast. During this interval 
there were several new additions to our group, 
one or two of whom were in a working-garb, so 
that we formed a very miscellaneous collection 
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of people, mostly unknown to each other ; and 
without any common sponsor, but all with an 
equal right to look our head servant in the 
face. 

By and by there was a little stir on the stair¬ 
case and in the passageway, and in lounged a 
tall, loose-jointed figure, of an exaggerated Yan¬ 
kee port and demeanor, whom (as being about 
the homeliest man I ever saw, yet by no means 
repulsive or disagreeable) it was impossible not 
to recognize as Uncle Abe. 

Unquestionably, Western man though he be, 
and Kentuckian by birth, President Lincoln is 
the essential representative of all Yankees, and 
the veritable specimen, physically, of what the 
world seems determined to regard as our char¬ 
acteristic qualities. It is the strangest and yet 
the fittest thing in the jumble of human vicissi¬ 
tudes, that he, out of so many millions, unlooked 
for, unselected by any intelligible process that 
could be based upon his genuine qualities, un¬ 
known to those who chose him, and unsuspected 
of what endowments may adapt him for his tre¬ 
mendous responsibility, should have found the 
way open for him to fling his lank personality 
into the chair of state, — where, I presume, it 
was his first impulse to throw his legs on the 
council-table, and tell the Cabinet Ministers a 
story. There is no describing his lengthy awk¬ 
wardness, nor the uncouthness of his move- 
374 



CHIEFLY ABOUT WAR MATTERS 


ment; and yet it seemed as if I had been in the 
habit of seeing him daily, and had shaken hands 
with him a thousand times in some village 
street; so true was he to the aspect of the pat¬ 
tern American, though with a certain extrava¬ 
gance which, possibly, I exaggerated still further 
by the delighted eagerness with which I took it 
in. If put to guess his calling and livelihood, 
I should have taken him fo>- a country school¬ 
master as soon as anything else. He was 
dressed in a rusty black frock coat and panta¬ 
loons, unbfushed, and worn so faithfully that 
the suit had adapted itself to the curves and 
angularities of his figure, and had grown to be 
an outer skin of the man. He had shabby 
slippers on his feet. His hair was black, still 
unmixed with gray, stiff - , somewhat bushy, and 
had apparently been acquainted with neither 
brush nor comb that morning, after the disar¬ 
rangement of the pillow ; and as to a nightcap, 
Uncle Abe probably knows nothing of such 
effeminacies. His complexion is dark and sal¬ 
low, betokening, I fear, an insalubrious atmo¬ 
sphere around the White House; he has thick 
black eyebrows and an impending brow; his 
nose is large, and the lines about his mouth are 
very strongly defined. 

The whole physiognomy is as coarse a one 
as you would meet anywhere in the length and 
breadth of the States ; but, withal, it is re- 
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deemed, illuminated, softened, and brightened 
by a kindly though serious look out of his eyes, 
and an expression of homely sagacity, that seems 
weighted with rich results of village experience. 
A great deal of native sense ; no bookish culti¬ 
vation, no refinement; honest at heart, and 
thoroughly so, and yet, in some sort, sly, — at 
least, endowed with a sort of tact and wisdom 
that are akin to craft, and would impel him, I 
think, to take an antagonist in flank, rather 
than to make a bull-run at him right in front. 
But, on the whole, I like this sallow, queer, 
sagacious visage, with the homely human sym¬ 
pathies that warmed it; and, for my small share 
in the matterj would as lief have Uncle Abe for 
a ruler as any man whom it would have been 
practicable to put in his place. 

Immediately on his entrance the President 
accosted our member of Congress, who had us 
in charge, and, with a comical twist of his face, 
made some jocular remark about the length of 
his breakfast. He then greeted us all round, 
not waiting for an introduction, but shaking and 
squeezing everybody’s hand with the utmost 
cordiality, whether the individual’s name was 
announced to him or not. His manner towards 
us was wholly without pretence, but yet had a 
kind of natural dignity, quite sufficient to keep 
the forwardest of us from clapping him on the 
shoulder and asking him for a story. A mutual 
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acquaintance being established, our leader took 
the whip out of its case, and began to read the 
address of presentation. The whip was an ex¬ 
ceedingly long one, its handle wrought in ivory 
(by some artist in the Massachusetts State 
Prison, I believe), and ornamented with a me¬ 
dallion of the President, and other equally beau¬ 
tiful devices ; and along its whole length there 
was a succession of golden bands and ferrules. 
The address was shorter than the whip, but 
equally well made, consisting chiefly of an ex¬ 
planatory description of these artistic designs, 
and closing with a hint that the gift was a sug¬ 
gestive and emblematic one, and that the Presi¬ 
dent would recognize the use to which such an 
instrument should be put. 

This suggestion gave Uncle Abe rather a 
delicate task in his reply, because, slight as the 
matter seemed, it apparently called for some 
declaration, or intimation, or faint foreshadow¬ 
ing of policy in reference to the conduct of the 
war, and the final treatment of the Rebels. But 
the President’s Yankee aptness and not-to-be- 
caughtness stood him in good stead, and he 
jerked or wiggled himself out of the dilemma 
with an uncouth dexterity that was entirely in 
character; although, without his gesticulation 
of eye and mouth, — and especially the flourish 
of the whip, with which he imagined himself 
touching up a pair of fat horses, — I doubt 
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whether his words would be worth recording, 
even if I could remember them. The gist of 
the reply was, that he accepted the whip as an 
emblem of peace, not punishment; and, this 
great affair over, we retired out of the presence 
in high good humor, only regretting that we 
could not have seen the President sit down and 
fold up his legs (which is said to be a most ex¬ 
traordinary spectacle), or have heard him tell 
one of those delectable stories for which he is 
so celebrated. A good many of them are afloat 
upon the common talk of Washington, and are 
certainly the aptest, pithiest, and funniest little 
things imaginable ; though, to be sure, they 
smack of the frontier freedom, and would not 
always bear repetition in a drawing-room, or on 
the immaculate page of the Atlantic. 1 

Good Heavens! what liberties have I been 
taking with one of the potentates of the earth, 
and the man on whose conduct more important 
consequences depend than on that of any other 

1 The above passage relating to President Lincoln was one of those omit¬ 
ted from the article as originally published, and the following note was ap¬ 
pended to explain the omission, which had been indicated by a line of 
points : — 

We are compelled to omit two or three pages, in which the author de¬ 
scribes the interview, and gives his idea of the personal appearance and 
deportment of the President. The sketch appears to have been written in 
a benign spirit, and perhaps conveys a not inaccurate impression of its august 
suoject; but it lacks reverence , and it pains us to see a gentleman of ripe 
age, and who has spent years under the corrective influence of foreign insti¬ 
tutions, falling into the characteristic and most ominous fault of Young 
America. 
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historical personage of the century! But with 
whom is an American citizen entitled to take a 
liberty, if not with his own chief magistrate ? 
However, lest the above allusions to President 
Lincoln’s little peculiarities (already well known 
to the country and to the world) should be mis¬ 
interpreted, I deem it proper to say a word or 
two in regard to him, of unfeigned respect and 
measurable confidence. Ht is evidently a man 
of keen faculties, and, what is still more to the 
purpose, of powerful character. As to his in¬ 
tegrity, the people have that intuition of it which 
is never deceived. Before he actually entered 
upon his great office, and for a considerable time 
afterwards, there is no reason to suppose that he 
adequately estimated the gigantic task about to 
be imposed on him, or, at least, had any distinct 
idea how it was to be managed ; and I presume 
there may have been more than one veteran pol¬ 
itician who proposed to himself to take the power 
out of President Lincoln’s hands into his own, 
leaving our honest friend only the public respon¬ 
sibility for the good or ill success of the career. 
The extremely imperfect development of his 
statesmanly qualities, at that period, may have 
justified such designs. But the President is 
teachable by events, and has now spent a year 
in a very arduous course of education ; he has a 
flexible mind, capable of much expansion, and 
convertible towards far loftier studies and activ- 
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ities than those of his early life ; and if he cme 
to Washington a backwoods humorist, he has 
already transformed himself into as good a 
statesman (to speak moderately) as his prime 
minister. 

Among other excursions to camps and places 
of interest in the neighborhood of Washington, 
we went, one day, to Alexandria. It is a little 
port on the Potomac, with one or two shabby 
wharves and docks, resembling those of a fish¬ 
ing-village in New England, and the respectable 
old brick town rising gently behind. In peace¬ 
ful times it no doubt bore an aspect of decorous 
quietude and dulness ; but it was now thronged 
with the Northern soldiery, whose stir and bus¬ 
tle contrasted strikingly with the many clbsed 
warehouses, the absence of citizens from their 
customary haunts, and the lack of any symptom 
of healthy activity, while army wagons trundled 
heavily over the pavements, and sentinels paced 
the sidewalks, and mounted dragoons dashed to 
and fro on military errands. I tried to imagine 
how very disagreeable the presence of a South¬ 
ern army would be in a sober -town of Massa¬ 
chusetts ; and the thought considerably lessened 
my wonder at the cold and shy regards that are 
cast upon our troops, the gloom, the sullen de¬ 
meanor, the declared or scarcely hidden sym¬ 
pathy with rebellion, which are so frequent here. 
It is a strange thing in human life, that the 
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greatest errors both of men and women often 
spring from their sweetest and most generous 
qualities; and so, undoubtedly, thousands of 
warm-hearted, sympathetic, and impulsive per¬ 
sons have joined the Rebels, not from any real 
zeal for the cause, but because, between two con¬ 
flicting loyalties, they chose that which neces¬ 
sarily lay nearest the heart. There never existed 
any other government against which treason was 
so easy, and could defend itself by such plau¬ 
sible arguments, as against that of the United 
States. The anomaly of two allegiances (of 
which that of the State comes nearest home to 
a man’s feelings, and includes the altar and the 
hearth, while the General Government claims 
his devotion only to an airy mode of law, and 
has no symbol but a flag) is exceedingly mis¬ 
chievous in this point of view; for it has con¬ 
verted crowds of honest people into traitors, 
who seem to themselves not merely innocent, 
but patriotic, and who die for a bad cause with 
as quiet a conscience as if it were the best. In 
the vast extent of our country, — too vast by 
far to be taken into one small human heart,— 
we inevitably limit to our own State, or, at 
farthest, to our own section, that sentiment of 
physical love for the soil which renders an Eng¬ 
lishman, for example, so intensely sensitive to 
the dignity and well being of his little island, 
that one hostile foot, treading anywhere upon 
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it, would make a bruise on each individual 
breast. If a man loves his own State, therefore, 
and is content to be ruined with her, let us shoot 
him, if we can, but allow him an honorable bur¬ 
ial in the soil he fights for. 1 

In Alexandria, we visited the tavern in which 
Colonel Ellsworth was killed, and saw the spot 
where he fell, and the stairs below, whence 
Jackson fired the fatal shot, and where he him¬ 
self was slain a moment afterwards ; so that the 
assassin and his victim must have met on the 
threshold of the spirit world, and perhaps came 
to a better understanding before they had taken 
many steps on the other side. Ellsworth was 
too generous to bear an immortal grudge for 
a deed like that, done in hot blood, and by no 
skulking enemy. The memorial hunters have 
completely cut away the original wood-work 
around the spot, with their pocket knives; and 
the staircase, balustrade, and floor, as well as 
the adjacent doors and door frames, have re¬ 
cently been renewed; the walls, moreover, are 
coveted with new paper hangings, the former 
having been torn off in tatters; and thus it 
becomes something like a metaphysical ques¬ 
tion whether the place of the murder actually 
exists. 

1 We do not thoroughly comprehend the author’s drift in the foregoing 
paragraph, but are inclined to think its tone reprehensible, and its tendency 
impolitic in the present stage of our national difficulties. 

382 



CHIEFLY ABOUT WAR MATTERS 

Driving out of Alexandria, we stopped on 
the edge of the city to inspect an old slave pen, 
which is one of the lions of the place, but a 
very poor one ; and a little farther on, we came 
to a brick church where Washington used some¬ 
times to attend service, — a pre-Revolutionary 
edifice, with ivy growing over its walls, though 
not very luxuriantly. Reaching the open coun¬ 
try, we saw forts and camps on all sides ; some 
of the tents being placed immediately on the 
ground, while others were raised over a base¬ 
ment of logs, laid lengthwise, like those of a 
log hut, or driven vertically into the soil in a 
circle, — thus forming a solid wall, the chinks 
closed up with Virginia mud, and above it the 
pyramidal shelter of the tent. Here were in 
progress all the occupations, and all the idle¬ 
ness, of the soldier in the tented field; some 
were cooking the company rations in pots hung 
over fires in the open air; some played at ball, 
or developed their muscular power by gym¬ 
nastic exercise; some read newspapers; some 
smoked cigars or pipes; and many were clean¬ 
ing their arms and accoutrements, — the more 
carefully, perhaps, because their division was 
to be reviewed by the Commander-in-Chief that 
afternoon; others sat on the ground, while 
their comrades cut their hair, — it being a sol¬ 
dierly fashion (and for excellent reasons) to crop 
it within an inch of the skull; others, finally, 
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lay asleep in breast-high tents, with their legs 
protruding into the open air. 

We paid a visit to Fort Ellsworth, and from 
its ramparts (which have been heaped up out 
of the muddy soil within the last few months, 
and will require still a year or two to make them 
verdant) we had a beautiful view of the Poto¬ 
mac, a truly majestic river, and the surround¬ 
ing country. The fortifications, so numerous 
in all this region, and now so unsightly with 
their bare, precipitous sides, will remain as his¬ 
toric monuments, grass-grown and picturesque 
memorials of an epoch of terror and suffering: 
they will serve to make our country dearer and 
more interfesting to us, and afford fit soil for 
poetry to root itself in ; for this is a plant which 
thrives best in spots where blood has beep spilt 
long ago, and grows in abundant clusters in 
old ditches, such as the moat around Fort Ells¬ 
worth will be a century hence. It may seem 
to be paying dear for what many will reckon 
but a worthless weed; but the more historical 
associations we can link with our localities, the 
richer will be the daily life that feeds upon the 
past, and the more valuable the things that have 
been long established : so that our children will 
be less prodigal than their fathers in sacrificing 
good institutions to passionate impulses and 
impracticable theories. This herb of grace, let 
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us hope, may be found in the old footprints of 
the war. 

Even in an aesthetic point of view, however, 
the war has done a great deal of enduring mis¬ 
chief, by causing the devastation of great tracts 
of woodland scenery, in which this part of Vir¬ 
ginia would appear to have been very rich. 
Around all the encampments, and everywhere 
along the road, we saw the bare sites of what 
had evidently been tracts of hard-wood forest, 
indicated by the unsightly stumps of well-grown 
trees, not smoothly felled by regular axe-men, 
but hacked, haggled, and unevenly amputated, 
as by a sword, or other miserable tool, in an 
unskilful hand. Fifty years will not repair this 
desolation. An army destroys everything be¬ 
fore and around it, even to the very grass; for 
the sites of the encampments are converted into 
barren esplanades, like those of the squares in 
French cities, where not a blade of grass is al¬ 
lowed to grow. As to the other symptoms of 
devastation and obstruction, such as deserted 
houses, unfenced fields, and a general aspect of 
nakedness and ruin, I know not how much may 
be due to a normal lack of neatness in the rural 
life of Virginia, which puts a squalid face even 
upon a prosperous state of things; but un¬ 
doubtedly the war must have spoilt what was 
good, and made the bad a great deal worse. 
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The carcasses of horses were scattered along the 
wayside. 

One very pregnant token of a social system 
thoroughly disturbed was presented by a party 
of contrabands, escaping out of the mysterious 
depths of Secessia; and its strangeness consisted 
in the leisurely delay with which they trudged 
forward, as dreading no pursuer, and encoun¬ 
tering nobody to turn them back. They were 
unlike the specimens of their race whom we 
are accustomed to see at the North, and, in my 
judgment, were far more agreeable. So rudely 
were they attired, — as if their garb had grown 
upon them spontaneously, — so picturesquely 
natural in manners, and wearing such a crust 
of primeval simplicity (which is quite polished 
away from the Northern black man), thlt they 
seemed a kind of creature by themselves, not 
altogether human, but perhaps quite as good, 
and akin to the fauns and rustic deities of olden 
times. I wonder whether I shall excite any¬ 
body’s wrath by saying this. It is no great 
matter. At all events, I felt most kindly to¬ 
wards these poor fugitives, but knew not pre¬ 
cisely what to wish in their behalf, nor in the 
least how to help them. For the sake of the 
manhood which is latent in them, I would not 
have turned them back; but I should have felt 
almost as reluctant, on their own account, to 
hasten them forward to the stranger’s land ; and 
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I think my prevalent idea was, that, whoever 
may be benefited by the results of this war, it 
will not be the present generation of negroes, 
the childhood of whose race is now gone for¬ 
ever, and who must henceforth fight a hard 
battle with the world, on very unequal terms. 
On behalf of my own race, I am glad and can 
only hope that an inscrutable Providence means 
good to both parties. 

There is an historical circumstance, known to 
few, that connects the children of the Puritans 
with these Africans of Virginia in a very singu¬ 
lar way. They are our brethren, as being lin¬ 
eal descendants from the Mayflower, the fated 
womb of which, in her first voyage, sent forth 
a brood of Pilgrims on Plymouth Rock, and, 
in a subsequent one, spawned slaves upon the 
Southern soil, — a monstrous birth, but with 
which we have an instinctive sense of kindred, 
and so are stirred by an irresistible impulse to 
attempt their rescue, even at the cost of blood 
and ruin. The character of our sacred ship, I 
fear, may suffer a little by this revelation; but 
we must let her white progeny offset her dark 
one, — and two such portents never sprang from 
an identical source before. 

While we drove onward, a young officer on 
horseback looked earnestly into the carriage, 
and recognized some faces that he had seen be¬ 
fore ; so he rode along by our side, and we 
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pestered him with queries and observation®, to 
which he responded more civilly than they de¬ 
served, He was on General McClellan’s staff, 
and a gallant cavalier, high-booted, with a re¬ 
volver in his belt, and mounted on a noble 
horse, which trotted hard and high without dis¬ 
turbing the rider in his accustomed seat. His 
face had a healthy hue of exposure and an ex¬ 
pression of careless hardihood; and, as I looked 
at him, it seemed to me that the war had brought 
good fortune to the youth of this epoch, if to 
none beside; since they now make it their daily 
business to ride a horse and handle a sword, 
instead of lounging listlessly through the duties, 
occupations, pleasures — all tedious alike — to 
which the artificial state of society limits aijlpeace- 
ful generation. The atmosphere of the camp 
and the smoke of the battlefield are morally in¬ 
vigorating; the hardy virtues flourish in them, 
the nonsense dies like a wilted weed. The en¬ 
ervating effects of centuries of civilization van¬ 
ish at once, and leave these young men to enjoy 
a life of hardship, and the exhilarating sense 
of danger, — to kill men blamelessly, or to be 
killed gloriously, — and to be happy in follow¬ 
ing out their native instincts of destruction, pre¬ 
cisely in the spirit of Homer’s heroes, only with 
some considerable change of mode. One touch 
of Nature makes not only the whole world, but 
all time, akin. Set men face to face, with weap- 
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ons in their hands, and they are as ready to 
slaughter one another now, after playing at peace 
and good will for so many years, as in the rudest 
ages, that never heard of peace societies, and 
thought no wine so delicious as what they quaffed 
from an enemy’s skull. Indeed, if the report 
of a Congressional committee may be trusted, 
that old-fashioned kind of goblet has again come 
into use, at the expense of our Northern head- 
pieces, — a costly drinking-cup to him that fur¬ 
nishes it! Heaven forgive me for seeming to 
jest upon such a subject! — only, it is so odd, 
when we measure our advances from barbarism, 
and find ourselves just here ! 1 

We now approached General McClellan’s 
headquarters, which, at that time, were estab¬ 
lished at Fairfield Seminary. The edifice was 
situated on a gentle elevation, amid very agree¬ 
able scenery, and, at a distance, looked like a 
gentleman’s seat. Preparations were going for¬ 
ward for reviewing a division of ten or twelve 
thousand men, the various regiments composing 
which had begun to array themselves on an 
extensive plain, where, methought, there was a 
more convenient place for a battle than is usu¬ 
ally found in this broken and difficult country. 
Two thousand cavalry made a portion of the 

1 We hardly expected this outbreak in favor of war from the Peaceable 
Man j but the justice of our cause makes us all soldiers at heart, however 
quiet in our outward life. We have heard of twenty Quakers in a single 
company of a Pennsylvania regiment. 
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troops to be reviewed. By and by we SfW a 
pretty numerous troop of mounted officers, who 
were congregated on a distant part of the plain, 
and whom we finally ascertained to be the Com- 
mander-in-Chief’s staff, with McClellan himself 
at their head. Our party managed to establish 
itself in a position conveniently close to the 
General, to whom, moreover, we had the honor 
of an introduction; and he bowed, on his horse¬ 
back, with a good deal of dignity and martial 
courtesy, but no airs nor fuss nor pretension 
beyond what his character and rank inevitably 
gave him. 

Now, at that juncture, and, in fact, up to the 
present moment, there was, and is, a most fierce 
and bitter outcry, and detraction loud aiid low, 
against General McClellan, accusing nim of 
sloth, imbecility, cowardice, treasonable pur¬ 
poses, and, in short, utterly denying his ability 
as a soldier, and questioning his integrity as a 
man. Nor was this to be wondered at; for 
when before, in all history, do we find a general 
in command of half a million of men, and in 
presence of an enemy inferior in numbers, and 
no better disciplined than his own troops, leav¬ 
ing it still debatable, after the better part of 9 
year, whether he is a soldier or no? The ques¬ 
tion would seem to answer itself in the very 
asking. Nevertheless, being most profoundly 
ignorant of the art of war, like the majority of 
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the General’s critics, and, on the other hand, hav¬ 
ing some considerable impressibility by men’s 
characters, I was glad of the opportunity to look 
him in the face, and to feel whatever influence 
might reach me from his sphere. So I stared 
at him, as the phrase goes, with all the eyes I 
had; and the reader shall have the benefit of 
what I saw, — to which he is the more welcome, 
because, in writing this article, I feel disposed 
to be singularly frank, and can scarcely restrain 
myself from telling truths the utterance of which 
I should get slender thanks for. 

The General was dressed in a simple, dark- 
blue uniform, without epaulets, booted to the 
knee, and with a cloth cap upon his head ; and, 
at first sight, you might have taken him for a 
corporal of dragoons, of particularly neat and 
soldier-like aspect, and in the prime of his age 
and strength. He is only of middling stature, 
but his build is very compact and sturdy, with 
broad shoulders and a look of great physical 
vigor, which, in fact, he is said to possess, — he 
and Beauregard having been rivals in that par¬ 
ticular, and both distinguished above other men. 
His complexion is dark and sanguine, with dark 
hair. He has a strong, bold, soldierly face, full 
of decision; a Roman nose, by no means a thin 
prominence, but very thick and firm ; and if he 
follows it (which I should think likely), it 
may be pretty confidently trusted to guide him 
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aright. His profile would make a more effec¬ 
tive likeness than the full face, which, however, 
is much better in the real man than in any pho¬ 
tograph that I have seen. His forehead is not 
remarkably large, but comes forward at the eye¬ 
brows; it is not the brow nor countenance of 
a prominently intellectual man (not a natural 
student, I mean, or abstract thinker), but of one 
whose office it is to handle things practically and 
to bring about tangible results. H is face looked 
capable of being very stern, but wore, in its re¬ 
pose, when I saw it, an aspect pleasant and dig¬ 
nified ; it is not, in its character, an American 
face nor an English one. The man on whom 
he fixes his eye is conscious of him. In his 
natural disposition he seems calm and pelf-pos¬ 
sessed, sustaining his great responsibilities cheer¬ 
fully, without shrinking, or weariness, or spas¬ 
modic effort, or damage to his health, but all 
with quiet, deep-drawn breaths; just as his broad 
shoulders would bear up a heavy burden without 
aching beneath it. 

After we had had sufficient time to peruse 
the man (so far as it could be done with one 
pair of very attentive eyes), the General rode 
off, followed by his cavalcade, and was lost to 
sight among the troops. They received him 
with loud shouts, by the eager uproar of which 
— now near, now in the centre, now on the 
outskirts of the division, and now sweeping 
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back towards us in a great volume of sound — 
we could trace his progress through the ranks. 
If he is a coward, or a traitor, or a humbug, or 
anything less than a brave true, and able man, 
that mass of intelligent soldiers, whose lives 
and honor he had in charge, were utterly de¬ 
ceived, and so was this prese nt writer ; for they 
believed in him, and so did 1 ; and had I stood 
in the ranks, I should have shouted with the 
lustiest of them. Of course 1 may be mistaken; 
my opinion on such a poirn- is worth nothing, 
although my impression may be worth a little 
more ; neither do I consider the General’s an¬ 
tecedents as bearing very decided testimony to 
his practical soldiership. A thorough know¬ 
ledge of the science of war seems to be con¬ 
ceded to him; he is allowed to be a good 
military critic ; but all this is possible without 
his possessing any positive qualities of a great 
general, just as a literary critic may show the 
profoundest acquaintance with the principles 
of epic poetry without being able to produce a 
single stanza of an epic poem. Nevertheless, I 
shall not give up my faith in General McClel¬ 
lan’s soldiership until he is defeated, nor in his 
courage and integrity even then. 

Another of our excursions was to Harper’s 
Ferry, — the Directors of the Baltimore and 
Ohio Railroad having kindly invited us to ac¬ 
company them on the first trip over the newly 
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laid track, after its breaking up by the Rebels. 
It began to rain, in the early morning, pretty 
soon after we left Washington, and continued to 
pour a cataract throughout the day ; so that the 
aspect of the country was dreary, where it would 
otherwise have been delightful, as we entered 
among the hill scenery that is formed by the 
subsiding swells of the Alleghanies. The latter 
part of our journey lay along the shore of the 
Potomac, in its upper course, where the margin 
of that noble river is bordered by gray, over¬ 
hanging crags, beneath which — and sometimes 
right through them — the railroad takes its 
way. In one place the Rebels had attempted 
to arrest a train by precipitating an immense 
mass of rock down upon the track, by the 
side of which it still lay, deeply imbedded in 
the ground, and looking as if it might have 
lain there since the Deluge. The scenery grew 
even more picturesque as we proceeded, the 
bluffs becoming very bold in their descent upon 
the river, which, at Harper’s Ferry, presents 
as striking a vista among the hills as a painter 
could desire to see. But a beautiful landscape 
is a luxury, and luxuries are thrown away amid 
discomfort; and when we alighted into the tena¬ 
cious mud and almost fathomless puddle, on 
the hither side of the Ferry (the ultimate point 
to which the cars proceeded, since the railroad 
bridge had been destroyed by the Rebels), I 
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cannot remember that any very rapturous emo¬ 
tions were awakened by the scenery. 

We paddled and floundered over the ruins 
of the track, and, scrambling down an em¬ 
bankment, crossed the Potomac by a pontoon 
bridge, a thousand feet in length, over the 
narrow line of which — level with the river, and 
rising and subsiding with it — General Banks 
had recently led his whole army, with its pon¬ 
derous artillery and heavily laden wagons. Yet 
our own tread made it vibrate. The broken 
bridge of the railroad was a little below us, and 
at the base of one of its massive piers, in the 
rocky bed of the river, lay a locomotive, which 
the Rebels had precipitated there. As we passed 
over, we looked towards the Virginia shore, and 
beheld the little town of Harper’s Ferry, gath¬ 
ered about the base of a round hill and climb¬ 
ing up its steep acclivity ; so that it somewhat 
resembled the Etruscan cities which I have seen 
among the Apennines, rushing, as it were, 
down an apparently break-neck height. About 
midway of the ascent stood a shabby brick 
church, towards which a difficult path went 
scrambling up the precipice, indicating, one 
would say, a very fervent aspiration on the part 
of the worshippers, unless there was some easier 
mode of access in another direction. Immedi¬ 
ately on the shore of the Potomac, and extend¬ 
ing back towards the town, lay the dismal ruins 
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of the United States arsenal and armory, con¬ 
sisting of piles of broken bricks and a waste of 
shapeless demolition, amid which we saw gun 
barrels in heaps of hundreds together. They 
were the relics of the conflagration, bent with 
the heat of the fire and rusted with the wintry 
rain to which they had since been exposed. 
The brightest sunshine could not have made 
the scene cheerful, nor have taken away the 
gloom from the dilapidated town ; for, besides 
the natural shabbiness, and decayed, unthrifty 
look of a Virginian village, it has an inexpressi¬ 
ble forlornness resulting from the devastations 
of war and its occupation by both armies al¬ 
ternately. Yet there would be a less striking 
contrast between Southern and New England 
villages, if the former were as much in the habit 
of using white paint as we are. It is prodigiously 
efficacious in putting a bright face upon a bad 
matter. 

There was one small shop, which appeared 
to have nothing for sale. A single man and one 
or two boys were all the inhabitants in view, 
except the Yankee sentinels and soldiers, be¬ 
longing to Massachusetts regiments, who were 
scattered about pretty numerously. A guard¬ 
house stood on the slope of the hill; and in 
the level street at its base were the offices of 
the Provost-Marshal and other military author¬ 
ities, to whom we forthwith reported ourselves. 
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The Provost-Marshal kindly sent a corporal 
to guide us to the little building which John 
Brown seized upon as his fortress, and which, 
after it was stormed by the United States ma¬ 
rines, became his temporary prison. It is an 
old engine-house, rusty and shabby, like every 
other work of man’s hands in this God-forsaken 
town, and stands fronting upon the river, only 
a short distance from the bank, nearly at the 
point where the pontoon bridge touches the 
Virginia shore. In its front wall, on each side 
of the door, are two or three ragged loopholes, 
which John Brown perforated for his defence, 
knocking out merely a brick or two, so as to 
give himself and his garrison a sight over their 
rifles. Through these orifices the sturdy old 
man dealt a good deal of deadly mischief 
among his assailants, until they broke down 
the door by thrusting against it with a ladder, 
and tumbled headlong in upon him. I shall 
not pretend to be an admirer of old John Brown, 
any farther than sympathy with Whittier’s ex¬ 
cellent ballad about him may go ; nor did I 
expect ever to shrink so unutterably from any 
apophthegm of a sage, whose happy lips have 
uttered a hundred golden sentences, as from 
that saying (perhaps falsely attributed to so 
honored a source), that the death of this blood¬ 
stained fanatic has “ made the Gallows as ven¬ 
erable as the Cross ! ” Nobody was ever more 
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justly hanged. He won his martyrdom frirly, 
and took it firmly. He himself, I am per¬ 
suaded (such was his natural integrity), would 
have acknowledged that Virginia had a right to 
take the life which he had staked and lost; 
although it would have been better for her, in 
the hour that is fast coming, if she could gen¬ 
erously have forgotten the criminality of his 
attempt in its enormous folly. On the other 
hand, any common-sensible man, looking at 
the matter unsentimentally, must have felt a 
certain intellectual satisfaction in seeing him 
hanged, if it were only in requital of his prepos¬ 
terous miscalculation of possibilities. 1 

But, coolly as I seem to say these things, my 
Yankee heart stirred triumphantly when I saw 
the use to which John Brown’s fortress and 
prison-house has now been put. What right 
have I to complain of any other man’s foolish 
impulses, when I cannot possibly control my 
own ? The engine-house is now a place of con¬ 
finement for Rebel prisoners. 

A Massachusetts soldier stood on guard, but 
readily permitted our whole party to enter. 
It was a wretched place. A room of perhaps 
twenty-five feet square occupied the whole in¬ 
terior of the building, having an iron stove in its 
centre, whence a rusty funnel ascended towards 


1 Can it be a son of old Massachusetts who utters this abominable sen¬ 
timent ? For shame ! 
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a hole in the roof, which served the purposes of 
ventilation, as well as for the exit of smoke. We 
found ourselves right in the midst of the Rebels, 
some of whom lay on heaps of straw, asleep, or, 
at all events, giving no sign of consciousness; 
others sat in the corners of the room, huddled 
close together, and staring with a lazy kind of 
interest at the visitors ; two were astride of some 
planks, playing with the dirnest pack of cards 
that I ever happened to see There was only 
one figure in the least military among all these 
twenty prisoners of war, — a man with a dark, 
intelligent, mustached face, wearing a shabby 
cotton uniform, which he had contrived to 
arrange with a degree of soldierly smartness, 
though it had evidently borne the brunt of a 
very filthy campaign. He stood erect, and 
talked freely with those who addressed him, 
telling them his place of residence, the number 
of his regiment, the circumstances of his capture, 
and such other particulars as their Northern 
inquisitiveness prompted them to ask. I liked 
the manliness of his deportment; he was neither 
ashamed, nor afraid, nor in the slightest degree 
sullen, peppery, or contumacious, but bore him¬ 
self as if whatever animosity he had felt to¬ 
wards his enemies was left upon the battlefield, 
and would not be resumed till he had again a 
weapon in his hand. 

Neither could I detect a trace of hostile feel- 
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ing in the countenance, words, or manner of 
any prisoner there. Almost to a man, they were 
simple, bumpkin-like fellows, dressed in home- 
spun clothes, with faces singularly vacant of 
meaning, but sufficiently good humored : a 
breed of men, in short, such as I did not sup¬ 
pose to exist in this country, although I have 
seen their like in some other parts of the world. 
They were peasants, and of a very low order: 
a class of people with whom our Northern rural 
population has not a single trait in common. 
They were exceedingly respectful, — more so 
than a rustic New Englander ever dreams of 
being towards anybody, except perhaps his min¬ 
ister ; and had they worn any hats, they would 
probably have been self-constrained to take them 
off, under the unusual circumstance of being 
permitted to hold conversation with well-dressed 
persons. It is my belief that not a single bump¬ 
kin of them all (the mustached soldier always 
excepted) had the remotest comprehension of 
what they had been lighting for, or how they 
had deserved to be shut up in that dreary hole; 
nor, possibly, did they care to inquire into this 
latter mystery, but took it as a godsend to 
be suffered to lie here in a heap of unwashed 
human bodies, well warmed and well foddered 
to-day, and without the necessity of bothering 
themselves about the possible hunger and cold 
of to-morrow. Their dark prison life may have 
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seemed to them the sunshine of all their life¬ 
time. 

There was one poor wretch, a wild beast of a 
man, at whom I gazed with greater interest than 
at his fellows; although I know not that each one 
of them, in their semi-barbarous moral state, 
might not have been capable of the same savage 
impulse that had made this particular individual 
a horror to all beholders. At the close of some 
battle or skirmish, a wounded Union soldier had 
crept on hands and knees to his feet, and be¬ 
sought his assistance, — not dreaming that any 
creature in human shape, in the Christian land 
where they had so recently been brethren, could 
refuse it. But this man (this fiend, if you pre¬ 
fer to call him so, though I would not advise 
it) flung a bitter curse at the poor Northerner, 
and absolutely trampled the soul out of his 
body, as he lay writhing beneath his feet. The 
fellow’s face was horribly ugly; but I am not 
quite sure that I should have noticed it if I had 
not known his story. He spoke not a word, 
and met nobody’s eye, but kept staring upward 
into the smoky vacancy towards the ceiling, 
where, it might be, he beheld a continual por¬ 
traiture of his victim’s horror-stricken agonies. 
I rather fancy, however, that his moral sense 
was yet too torpid to trouble him with such 
remorseful visions, and that, for his own part, 
he might have had very agreeable reminiscences 
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of the soldier’s death, if other eyes had not been 
bent reproachfully upon him and warned him 
that something was amiss. It was this reproach 
in other men’s eyes that made him look aside. 
He was a wild beast, as I began with saying, — 
an unsophisticated wild beast, — while the rest 
of us are partially tamed, though still the scent 
of blood excites some of the savage instincts of 
our nature. What this wretch needed, in order 
to make him capable of the degree of mercy and 
benevolence that exists in us, was simply such a 
measure of moral and intellectual development 
as we have received ; and, in my mind, the pre¬ 
sent war is so well justified by no other consid¬ 
eration as by the probability that it will free this 
class of Southern whites from a thraldom in 
which they scarcely begin to be responsible be¬ 
ings. So far as the education of the heart is 
concerned, the negroes have apparently the 
advantage of them ; and as to other schooling, 
it is practically unattainable by black or white. 

Looking round at these poor prisoners, there¬ 
fore, it struck me as an immense absurdity 
that they should fancy us their enemies ; since, 
whether we intend it so or no, they have a far 
greater stake on our success than we can possi¬ 
bly have. For ourselves, the balance of advan¬ 
tages between defeat and triumph may admit of 
question. For them, all truly valuable things 
are dependent on our complete success; for 
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thence would come the regeneration of a peo¬ 
ple, — the removal of a foul scurf that has over¬ 
grown their life, and keeps them in a state of 
disease and decrepitude, one of the chief symp¬ 
toms of which is, that, the more they suffer and 
are debased, the more they imagine themselves 
strong and beautiful. No human effort, on a 
grand scale, has ever yet resulted according to 
the purpose of its projectors. The advantages 
are always incidental. Man’s accidents are God’s 
purposes. We miss the good we sought, and do 
the good we little cared for. 1 

Our Government evidently knows when and 
where to lay its finger upon its most available 
citizens ; for, quite unexpectedly, we were joined 
with some other gentlemen, scarcely less com¬ 
petent than ourselves, in a commission to pro¬ 
ceed to Fortress Monroe and examine into 
things in general. Of course, official propriety 
compels us to be extremely guarded in our de¬ 
scription of the interesting objects which this 
expedition opened to our view. There can be 
no harm, however, in stating that we were re¬ 
ceived by the commander of the fortress with a 
kind of acid good nature, or mild cynicism, that 
indicated him to be a humorist, characterized 

1 The author seems to imagine that he has compressed a great deal of 
meaning into these little, hard, dry pellets of aphoristic wisdom. We dis¬ 
agree with him. The counsels of wise and good men are often coincident 
with the purposes of Providence $ and the present war promises to illustrate 
our remark. 
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by certain rather pungent peculiarities, yet of 
no unamiable cast. He is a small, thin old gen¬ 
tleman, set off by a large pair of brilliant epau¬ 
lets, — the only pair, so far as my observation 
went, that adorn the shoulders of any officer in 
the Union army. Either for our inspection, or 
because the matter had already been arranged, 
he drew out a regiment of Zouaves that formed 
the principal part of his garrison, and appeared 
at their head, sitting on horseback with rigid 
perpendicularity, and affording us a vivid idea 
of the disciplinarian of Baron Steuben’s school. 

There can be no question of the General’s 
military qualities; he must have been especially 
useful in converting raw recruits into trained 
and efficient soldiers. But valor and martial 
skill are of so evanescent a character (hardly 
less fleeting than a woman’s beauty), that Gov¬ 
ernment has perhaps taken the safer course in 
assigning to this gallant officer, though distin¬ 
guished in former wars, no more active duty 
than the guardianship of an apparently impreg¬ 
nable fortress. The ideas of military men solid¬ 
ify and fossilize so fast, while military science 
makes such rapid advances, that even here there 
might be a difficulty. An active, diversified, 
and therefore a youthful, ingenuity is required 
by the quick exigencies of this singular war. 
Fortress Monroe, for example, in spite of the 
massive solidity of its ramparts, its broad and 
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deep moat, and all the contrivances of defence 
that were known at the not very remote epoch 
of its construction, is now pronounced abso¬ 
lutely incapable of resisting the novel modes of 
assault which may be brought to bear upon it. 
It can only be the flexible talent of a young 
man that will evolve a new efficiency out of its 
obsolete strength. 

It is a pity that old men grow unfit for war, 
not only by their incapacity for new ideas, but 
by the peaceful and unadventurous tendencies 
that gradually possess themselves of the once 
turbulent disposition, which used to snuff the 
battle smoke as its congenial atmosphere. It is 
a pity; because it would be such an economy of 
human existence, if time-stricken people (whose 
value I have the better right to estimate, as 
reckoning myself one of them) could snatch 
from their juniors the exclusive privilege of car¬ 
rying on the war. In case of death upon the 
battlefield, how unequal would be the compara¬ 
tive sacrifice ! On one part, a few unenjoyable 
years, the little remnant of a life grown torpid; 
on the other, the many fervent summers of 
manhood in its spring and prime, with all that 
they include of possible benefit to mankind. 
Then, too, a bullet offers such a brief and easy 
way, such a pretty little orifice, through which 
the weary spirit might seize the opportunity to 
be exhaled! If I had the ordering of these mat- 
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ters, fifty should be the tenderest age at which 
a recruit might be accepted for training; at 
fifty-five or sixty I would consider him eligible 
for most kinds of military duty and exposure, 
excluding that of a forlorn hope, which no 
soldier should be permitted to volunteer upon 
short of the ripe age of seventy. As a general 
rule, these venerable combatants should have the 
preference for all dangerous and honorable ser¬ 
vice in the order of their seniority, with a dis¬ 
tinction in favor of those whose infirmities might 
render their lives less worth the keeping. Me- 
thinks there would be no more Bull Runs ; a 
warrior with gout in his toe, or rheumatism in 
his joints, or with one foot in the grave, would 
make a sorry fugitive ! 

On this admirable system, the productive 
part of the population would be undisturbed 
even by the bloodiest war; and, best of all, 
those thousands upon thousands of our North¬ 
ern girls, whose proper mates will perish in camp 
hospitals or on Southern battlefields, would 
avoid their doom of forlorn old maidenhood. 
But, no doubt, the plan will be pooh-poohed 
down by the War Department; though it could 
scarcely be more disastrous than the one on 
which we began the war, when a young army 
was struck with paralysis through the age of its 
commander. 

The waters around Fortress Monroe were 
406 



CHIEFLY ABOUT WAR MATTERS 

thronged with a gallant array of ships of war 
and transports, wearing the Union flag, — “ Old 
Glory,” as I hear it called in these days. A 
little withdrawn from our national fleet lay two 
French frigates, and, in another direction, an 
English sloop, under that banner which always 
makes itself visible, like a red portent in the 
air, wherever there is strife. In pursuance of 
our official duty (which had no ascertainable 
limits), we went on board the flagship, and were 
shown over every part of her, and down into 
her depths, inspecting her gallant crew, her pow¬ 
erful armament, her mighty engines, and her 
furnaces, where the fires are always kept burn¬ 
ing, as well at midnight as at noon, so that it 
would require only five minutes to put the ves¬ 
sel under full steam. This vigilance has been 
felt necessary ever since the Merrimack made 
that terrible dash from Norfolk. Splendid as 
she is, however, and provided with all but the 
very latest improvements in naval armament, 
the Minnesota belongs to a class of vessels that 
will be built no more, nor ever fight another 
battle, — being as much a thing of the past as 
any of the ships of Queen Elizabeth’s time, 
which grappled with the galleons of the Span¬ 
ish Armada. 

On her quarter deck, an elderly flag-officer 
was pacing to and fro, with a self-conscious 
dignity to which a touch of the gout or rheu- 
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matism perhaps contributed a little additional 
stiffness. He seemed to be a gallant gentleman, 
but of the old, slow, and pompous school of 
naval worthies, who have grown up amid rules, 
forms, and etiquette which were adopted full¬ 
blown from the British navy into ours, and are 
somewhat too cumbrous for the quick spirit of 
to-day. This order of nautical heroes will prob¬ 
ably go down, along with the ships in which 
they fought valorously and strutted most intol¬ 
erably. How can an admiral condescend to go 
to sea in an iron pot ? What space and elbow- 
room can be found for quarter-deck dignity in 
the cramped lookout of the Monitor, or even 
in the twenty-feet diameter of her cheese-box ? 
All the pomp and splendor of naval warfare are 
gone by. Henceforth there must come up a 
race of enginemen and smoke-blackened can¬ 
noneers, who will hammer away at their enemies 
under the direction of a single pair of eyes ; and 
even heroism — so deadly a gripe is Science 
laying on our noble possibilities —will become 
a quality of very minor importance, when its 
possessor cannot break through the iron crust 
of his own armament and give the world a 
glimpse of it. 

At no great distance from the Minnesota lay 
the strangest-looking craft I ever saw. It was 
a platform of iron, so nearly on a level with the 
water that the swash of the waves broke over 
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it, under the impulse of a very moderate breeze; 
and on this platform was raised a circular struc¬ 
ture, likewise of iron, and rather broad and ca¬ 
pacious, but of no great height. It could not 
be called a vessel at all; it was a machine, — 
and I have seen one of somewhat similar ap¬ 
pearance employed in cleaning out the docks ; 
or, for lack of a better similitude, it looked like 
a gigantic rat-trap. It was ugly, questionable, 
suspicious, evidently mischievous, — nay, I will 
allow myself to call it devilish ; for this was the 
new war-fiend, destined, along with others of the 
same breed, to annihilate whole navies and bat¬ 
ter down old supremacies. The wooden walls 
of Old England cease to exist, and a whole his¬ 
tory of naval renown reaches its period, now 
that the Monitor comes smoking into view ; 
while the billows dash over what seems her deck, 
and storms bury even her turret in green water, 
as she burrows and snorts along, oftener under 
the surface than above. The singularity of the 
object has betrayed me into a more ambitious 
vein of description than I often indulge; and, 
after all, I might as well have contented myself 
with simply saying that she looked very queer. 

Going on board, we were surprised at the 
extent and convenience of her interior accom¬ 
modations. There is a spacious ward-room, 
nine or ten feet in height, besides a private 
cabin, for the commander, and sleeping accom* 
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modations on an ample scale; the whole well 
lighted and ventilated, though beneath the sur¬ 
face of the water. Forward, or aft (for it is im¬ 
possible to tell stem from stern), the crew are 
relatively quite as well provided for as the offi¬ 
cers. It was like finding a palace, with all its 
conveniences, under the sea. The inaccessibil¬ 
ity, the apparent impregnability, of this sub¬ 
merged iron fortress are most satisfactory; the 
officers and crew get down through a little hole 
in the deck, hermetically seal themselves, and 
go below; and until they see fit to reappear, 
there would seem to be no power given to man 
whereby they can be brought to light. A storm 
of cannon-shot damages them no more than a 
handful of dried peas. We saw the shot-marks 
made by the great artillery of the Merrimack 
on the outer casing of the iron tower; they were 
about the breadth and depth of shallow saucers, 
almost imperceptible dents, with no correspond¬ 
ing bulge on the interior surface. In fact, the 
thing looked altogether too safe; though it may 
not prove quite an agreeable predicament to be 
thus boxed up in impenetrable iron, with the 
possibility, one would imagine, of being sent to 
the bottom of the sea, and, even there, not 
drowned, but stifled. Nothing, however, can 
exceed the confidence of the officers in this new 
craft. It was pleasant to see their benign exul¬ 
tation in her powers of mischief, and the delight 
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with which they exhibited the circumvolutory 
movement of the tower, the quick thrusting 
forth of the immense guns to deliver their pon¬ 
derous missiles, and then the immediate recoil, 
and the security behind the closed portholes. 
Yet even this will not long be the last and 
most terrible improvement in the science of war. 
Already we hear of vessels the armament of 
which is to act entirely beneath the surface of the 
water; so that, with no other external symp¬ 
toms than a great bubbling and foaming, and 
gush of smoke, and belch of smothered thunder 
out of the yeasty waves, there shall be a deadly 
fight going on below, — and, by and by, a suck¬ 
ing whirlpool, as one of the ships goes down. 

The Monitor was certainly an object of great 
interest; but on our way to Newport News, 
whither we next went, we saw a spectacle that 
affected us with far profounder emotion. It 
was the sight of the few sticks that are left of 
the frigate Congress, stranded near the shore, 
— and still more, the masts of the Cumberland 
rising midway out of the water, with a tattered 
rag of a pennant fluttering from one of them. 
The invisible hull of the latter ship seems to 
be careened over, so that the three masts stand 
slantwise; the rigging looks quite unimpaired, 
except that a few ropes dangle loosely from the 
yards. The flag (which never was struck, thank 
Heaven !) is entirely hidden under the waters 
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of the bay, but is still doubtless waving in its 
old place, although it floats to and fro with the 
swell and reflux of the tide, instead of rustling 
on the breeze. A remnant of the dead crew 
still man the sunken ship, and sometimes a 
drowned body floats up to the surface. 

That was a noble fight. When was ever a 
better word spoken than that of Commodore 
Smith, the father of the commander of the Con¬ 
gress, when he heard that his son’s ship was 
surrendered ? “ Then Joe’s dead ! ” said he; 

and so it proved. Nor can any warrior be 
more certain of enduring renown than the gal¬ 
lant Morris, who fought so well the final battle 
of the old system of naval warfare, and won 
glory for his country and himself out of inevi¬ 
table disaster and defeat. That last gun from 
the Cumberland, when her deck was half sub¬ 
merged, sounded the requiem of many sinking 
ships. Then went down all the navies of Eu¬ 
rope, and our own, Old Ironsides and all, and 
Trafalgar and a thousand other fights became 
only a memory, never to be acted over again ; 
and thus our brave countrymen come last in 
the long procession of heroic sailors that in¬ 
cludes Blake and Nelson, and so many mari¬ 
ners of England, and other mariners as brave 
as they, whose renown is our native inheritance. 
There will be other battles, but no more such 
tests of seamanship and manhood as the battles 
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of the past; and, moreover, the Millennium is 
certainly approaching, because human strife is 
to be transferred from the heart and personality 
of man into cunning contrivances of machinery, 
which by and by will fight out our wars with 
only the clank and smash of iron, strewing the 
field with broken engines, but damaging no¬ 
body’s little finger except by accident. Such is 
obviously the tendency of modern improve¬ 
ment. But, in the mean while, so long as man¬ 
hood retains any part of its pristine value, no 
country can afford to let gallantry like that of 
Morris and his crew, any more than that of the 
brave Worden, pass unhoriored and unrewarded. 
If the Government do nothing, let the people 
take the matter into their own hands, and cities' 
give him swords, gold boxes, festivals of tri¬ 
umph, and, if he needs it, heaps of gold. Let 
poets brood upon the theme, and make them¬ 
selves sensible how much of the past and future 
is contained within its compass, till its spirit 
shall flash forth in the lightning of a song! 

From these various excursions, and a good 
many others (including one to Manassas), we 
gained a pretty lively idea of what was going 
on ; but, after all, if compelled to pass a rainy 
day in the hall and parlors of Willard’s Hotel, 
it proved about as profitably spent as if we had 
floundered through miles of Virginia mud, in 
quest of interesting matter. This hotel, in fact, 
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may be much more justly called the centre of 
Washington and the Union than either the 
Capitol, the White House, or the State Depart¬ 
ment. Everybody may be seen there. It is 
the meeting-place of the true representatives of 
the country, — not such as are chosen blindly 
and amiss by electors who take a folded ballot 
from the hand of a local politician, and thrust 
it into the ballot box unread, but men who 
gravitate or are attracted hither by real busi¬ 
ness, or a native impulse to breathe the in- 
tensest atmosphere of the nation’s life, or a 
genuine anxiety to see how this life-and-death 
struggle is going to deal with us. Nor these 
only, but all manner of loafers. Never, in any 
other spot, was there such a miscellany of peo¬ 
ple. You exchange nods with governors of 
sovereign States ; you elbow illustrious men, 
and tread on the toes of generals; you hear 
statesmen and orators speaking in their familiar 
tones. You are mixed up with office seekers, 
wire pullers, inventors, artists, poets, prosers 
(including editors, army correspondents, at¬ 
tach'd of foreign journals, and long-winded 
talkers), clerks, diplomatists, mail contractors, 
railway directors, until your own identity is lost 
among them. Occasionally you talk with a 
man whom you have never before heard of, 
and are struck by the brightness of a thought, 
and fancy that there is more wisdom hidden 
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among the obscure than is anywhere revealed 
among the famous. You adopt the universal 
habit of the place, and call for a mint-julep, a 
whiskey-skin, a gin-cocktail, a brandy-smash, 
or a glass of pure Old Rye ; for the convivial¬ 
ity of Washington sets in at an early hour, and, 
so far as I had an opportunity of observing, 
never terminates at any hour, and all these 
drinks are continually in request by almost all 
these people. A constant atmosphere of cigar 
smoke, too, envelops the motley crowd, and 
forms a sympathetic medium, in which men 
meet more closely and talk more frankly than 
in any other kind of air. If legislators would 
smoke in session, they might speak truer words, 
and fewer of them, and bring about more valu¬ 
able results. 

It is curious to observe what antiquated fig¬ 
ures and costumes sometimes make their ap¬ 
pearance at Willard’s. You meet elderly men 
with frilled shirt-fronts, for example, the fashion 
of which adornment passed away from among 
the people of this world half a century ago. It 
is as if one of Stuart’s portraits were walking 
abroad. I see no way of accounting for this, 
except that the trouble of the times, the impi¬ 
ety of traitors, and the peril of our sacred Union 
and Constitution have disturbed, in their hon¬ 
ored graves, some of the venerable fathers of 
the country, and summoned them forth to pro- 
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test against the meditated and half-accomplished 
sacrilege. If it be so, their wonted fires are 
not altogether extinguished in their ashes, — in 
their throats, I might rather say, — for I beheld 
one of these excellent old men quaffing such 
a horn of Bourbon whiskey as a toper of the 
present century would be loath to venture upon. 
But, really, one would be glad to know where 
these strange figures come from. It shows, at 
any rate, how many remote, decaying villages 
and country neighborhoods of the North, and 
forest nooks of the West, and old mansion- 
houses in cities, are shaken by the tremor of 
our native soil, so that men long hidden in re¬ 
tirement put on the garments of their youth 
and hurry out to inquire what is the matter. 
The old men whom we see here have generally 
more marked faces than the young ones, and 
naturally enough ; since it must be an extraor¬ 
dinary vigor and renewability of life that can 
overcome the rusty sloth of age, and keep the 
senior flexible enough to take an interest in 
new things; whereas hundreds of common¬ 
place young men come hither to stare with eyes 
of vacant wonder, and with vague hopes of 
finding out what they are fit for. And this 
war (we may say so much in its favor) has been 
the means of discovering that important secret 
to not a few. 

We saw at Willard’s many who had thus 
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found out for themselves, that, when Nature 
gives a young man no other utilizable faculty, 
she must be understood as intending him for a 
soldier. The bulk of the army had moved out 
of Washington before we reached the city; yet 
it seemed to me that at least two thirds of the 
guests and idlers at the hotel wore one or an¬ 
other token of the military profession. Many 
of them, no doubt, were self-commissioned of¬ 
ficers, and had put on the buttons and the 
shoulder straps, and booted themselves to the 
knees, merely because captain, in these days, is 
so good a travelling name. The majority, how¬ 
ever, had been duly appointed by the Presi¬ 
dent, but might be none the better warriors for 
that. It was pleasant, occasionally, to distin¬ 
guish a grizzly veteran among this crowd of 
carpet-knights, — the trained soldier of a life¬ 
time, long ago from West Point, who had spent 
his prime upon the frontier, and very likely 
could show an Indian bullet-mark on his breast, 
— if such decorations, won in an obscure war¬ 
fare, were worth the showing now. 

The question often occurred to me, — and, 
to say the truth, it added an indefinable piquancy 
to the scene, — what proportion of all these 
people, whether soldiers or civilians, were true 
at heart to the Union, and what part were 
tainted, more or less, with treasonable sympa¬ 
thies and wishes, even if such had never bios- 
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somed into purpose. Traitors there were among 
them, — no doubt of that, — civil servants of 
the public, very reputable persons, who yet de¬ 
served to dangle from a cord; or men who 
buttoned military coats over their breasts, hid¬ 
ing perilous secrets there, which might bring 
the gallant officer to stand pale-faced before a 
file of musketeers, with his open grave behind 
him. But, without insisting upon such pictur¬ 
esque criminality and punishment as this, an 
observer, who kept both his eyes and heart open, 
would find it by no means difficult to discern 
that many residents and visitors of Washington 
so far sided with the South as to desire nothing 
more nor better than to see everything reestab¬ 
lished a little worse than its former basis. If 
the cabinet of Richmond were transferred to the 
Federal city, and the North awfully snubbed, 
at least, and driven back within its old polit¬ 
ical limits, they would deem it a happy day. 
It is no wonder, and, if we look at the matter 
generously, no unpardonable crime. Very ex¬ 
cellent people hereabouts remember the many 
dynasties in which the Southern character has 
been predominant, and contrast the genial cour¬ 
tesy, the warm and graceful freedom of that re¬ 
gion, with what they call (though I utterly dis¬ 
agree with them) the frigidity of our Northern 
manners, and the Western plainness of the Pre¬ 
sident. They have a conscientious, though 
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mistaken belief, that the South was driven out 
of the Union by intolerable wrong on our part, 
and that we are responsible for having com¬ 
pelled true patriots to love only half their coun¬ 
try instead of the whole, and brave soldiers to 
draw their swords against the Constitution which 
they would once have died for, —to draw them, 
too, with a bitterness of animosity which is the 
only symptom of brotherhood (since brothers 
hate each other best) that any longer exists. 
They whisper these things with tears in their 
eyes, and shake their heads, and stoop their poor 
old shoulders, at the tidings of another and an¬ 
other Northern victory, which, in their opinion, 
puts farther off the remote, the already impos¬ 
sible, chance of a reunion. 

I am sorry for them, though it is by no means 
a sorrow without hope. Since the matter has 
gone so far, there seems to be no way but to go 
on winning victories, and establishing peace and 
a truer union in another generation, at the ex¬ 
pense, probably, of greater trouble, in the pre¬ 
sent one, than any other people ever voluntarily 
suffered. We woo the South “as the Lion 
wooes his bride; ” it is a rough courtship, but 
perhaps love and a quiet household may come 
of it at last. Or, if we stop short of that blessed 
consummation, heaven was heaven still, as Mil- 
ton sings, after Lucifer and a third part of the 
angels had seceded from its golden palaces, —■ 
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and perhaps all the more heavenly, because so 
many gloomy brows and soured, vindictive 
hearts had gone to plot ineffectual schemes of 
mischief elsewhere . 1 

1 We regret the innuendo in the concluding sentence. The war can 
never be allowed to terminate, except in the complete triumph of Northern 
principles. We hold the event in our own hands, and may choose whether 
to terminate it by the methods already so successfully used, or by other means 
equally within our control, and calculated to be still more speedily efficacious. 
In truth, the work is already done. 

We should be sorry to cast a doubt on the Peaceable Man's loyalty, but 
he will allow us to say that we consider him premature in his kindly feelings 
towards traitors and sympathizers with treason. As the author himself says 
of John Brown (and, so applied, we thought it an atrociously cold-blooded 
dictum ), “ Any common-sensible man would feel an intellectual satisfaction 
in seeing them hanged, were it only for their preposterous miscalculation of 
possibilities.'* There are some degrees of absurdity that put Reason herself 
into a rage, and affect us like an intolerable crime, — which this Rebellion 
is, into the bargain. 
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TO THE POSTMASTER, THOMASTON, MAINE 

Salem, March 15, 1838. 

Sir, — I was a particular friend of the late 
Mr. Cilley; and the editor of the Democratic 
Review has requested me ro write a biographi¬ 
cal sketch of him for that publication. As it 
might appear indelicate in a stranger to intrude 
upon his family, I have been induced to apply 
to you in the hope that you will have it in your 
power to favor me with a few facts respecting his 
life. In regard to his early life, I can obtain 
information from other sources and will trouble 
you merely for a brief account of the incidents 
which occurred during his residence in Thomas- 
ton. The date of his marriage — his wife’s 
name and parentage — his character and success 
as a lawyer — his entrance into political life, etc. 
These are the principal topics on which infor¬ 
mation appears desirable. 

I trust you will excuse the liberty which I 
have taken, and if convenient for you to com¬ 
ply with my request, please to hand this letter 
to some relative or friend of Mr. Cilley; and as 
I have but a short time in which to prepare the 
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biographical sketch, it will be necessary that 
any information should be sent me within two 
or three days after the receipt of this letter. 

Your obedient servant, 

Nath. Hawthorne. 

TO GEORGE STILLMAN HILLARD 

Concord, Nov. 26, 1843. 

I wish at some leisure moment you would 
give yourself the trouble to call into Munroe’s 
bookstore and inquire about the state of my 
Twice-told Tales. At the last accounts (now 
about a year since) the sales had not been suffi¬ 
cient to pay the expenses ; but it may be other¬ 
wise now — else I shall be forced to consider 
myself a writer for posterity; or at all events 
not for the present generation. Surely the book 
was puffed enough to meet with a sale. What 
the devil is the matter ? 

We are very well here, and, as usual, prepos¬ 
terously happy. 


TO THE SAME 

Concord, March 24, 1844. 

I thank you for your kind and warm con¬ 
gratulations on the advent of our little Una — 
a name which I wish you were entirely pleased 
with; as I think you will be by and by. Per- 
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haps the first impression may not be altogether ( 
agreeable ; for the name has never before been 
warmed with human life, and therefore may not 
seem appropriate to real flesh and blood. But 
for us, our child has already given it a natural 
warmth; and when she has worn it through 
her lifetime, and perhaps transmitted it to de¬ 
scendants of her own, the beautiful name will 
have become naturalized on earth, — whereby 
we shall have done a good deed in bringing it 
out of the realm of Faery. I do not agree with 
you that poetry ought not to be brought into 
common life. If flowers of Eden can be made 
to grow among my cabbages and squashes, it 
will please me so much the better; those excel¬ 
lent vegetables will be just as good to eat, and 
the flowers no less delightful to see and smell. 
After all, I like the name, not so much from 
any association with Spenser’s heroine as for its 
simple self — it is as simple as a name can be — 
as simple as a breath — it is merely inhaling a 
breath into one’s heart, and emitting it again, 
and the name is spoken. 

I find it is a very sober and serious kind of 
happiness that springs from the birth of a child. 
It ought not to come too early in a man’s life 
— not till he has fully enjoyed his youth — for 
methinks the spirit can never be thoroughly 
gay and careless again, after this great event. 
We gain infinitely by the exchange; but we do 
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give up something, nevertheless. *’ As for my¬ 
self, who have been a trifler preposterously long, 
I find it necessary to come out of my cloud 
region, and allow myself to be woven into the 
sombre texture of humanity. There is no escap¬ 
ing it any longer. I have business on earth now, 
and must look about me for the means of do¬ 
ing it. 

It will never do for me to continue merely a 
writer of stories for the magazines — the most 
unprofitable business in the world ; and more¬ 
over, even if there were ever so great a demand 
for my productions, I could not spend more 
than a third of my time in this sort of compo¬ 
sition. It requires a continual freshness of 
mind, else a deterioration in the article will 
quickly be perceptible. If I am to support 
myself by literature, it must be by what is called 
drudgery, but which is incomparably less irk¬ 
some, as a business, than imaginative writing 
— by translation, concocting of school-books, 
newspaper scribbling, etc. If we have a Demo¬ 
cratic administration next year, I shall again 
favor Uncle Sam with my services, though, I 
hope, in some less disagreeable shape than for¬ 
merly. 

I sent an article to Graham some months 
ago, and he wrote to me, accepting it with' a 
“great deal of pleasure,” etc.,— but it does 
not yet appear. Unless he publishes it next 
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month, I shall reclaim it — having occasion 
for it elsewhere. God keep me from ever being 
really a writer for bread ! If I alone was con¬ 
cerned, I had rather starve; but in that case 
poor little Una would have to take refuge in 
the almshouse — which, here in Concord, is a 
most gloomy old mansion. Her “ angel face ” 
would hardly make a sunshine there. You 
must come and see little Una and the rest of 
us, as soon as the railroad is opened. People 
of experience in babies say she is going to be 
very pretty — which I devoutly believe, though 
the tokens are as yet hidden from my eyes. At 
all events, she is a remarkably strong and healthy 
child, free from all troubles and torments such 
as Nature generally provides for poor little 
babies. She seldom cries except for hunger — 
her alimentiveness being enormously developed. 
She has already smiled once, on the sixteenth 
morning of her existence. I was inclined to 
attribute it to wind, which sometimes produces 
a sardonic grin ; but her mother, who was the 
sole witness of the phenomenon, persists that 
it was a veritable smile out of the child’s mouth 
and eyes. I hope to see you in Boston, early 
in next month. Give our regards to Mrs. Hil¬ 
lard. We long to show her our baby. I am 
glad of Longfellow’s anticipated happiness. It 
is a pity that any mortal should go out of life, 
without experiencing what gives life its reality; 
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and, next to a child on earth, it is good to have 
a child in Heaven. 1 

Your friend, 

Nath. Hawthorne. 

TO POM ER OY JONES, ESQy LAIRDSVILLE, N. Y. 

Concord (Mass.), June 28 th , 1845. 

Dear Sir, — I was absent from home when 
your epistle of 6th inst. arrived, with a request 
(always titillating to an author’s vanity) for my 
autograph. I now proceed to give it, in as good 
a style as this most decrepit and abominable 
steel pen will allow — assuring the sceptical half 
of the world that it is my real name, in proof 
of which I refer, not merely to my own books, 
but to those of the butcher, the baker, the tailor, 
the doctor, and the tax gatherer, all of whom 
are likely to hold it in everlasting remembrance. 

Truly yours, 

Nath’l Hawthorne. 

TO c. W. WEBBER, ESQy CARE OF VICTOR G. AUDU¬ 
BON, 43 BEAVER ST., N. Y. CITY 

Salem, Dec. 12, 1848. 

Mv dEAR Sir, —At last, by main strength, I 
have wrenched and torn an idea out of my mis¬ 
erable brain; or rather, the fragment of an idea, 

* Mr, Hillard had just lost his only child. 
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like a tooth ill-drawn, and leaving the roots to 
torture me. I shall send it to you by express 
to-day or to-morrow. Perhaps you will not 
like it; if so, make no ceremony about reject¬ 
ing it. I am as tractable an author as you ever 
knew, so far as putting my articles into the fire 
goes; though I cannot abide alteration or 
omissions. 

I am ashamed, as a Yankee, and Surveyor of 
the Revenue, to say that I had not paid proper 
consideration to the terms of payment mentioned 
in two of your letters. I concluded your first 
statement to be as liberal as circumstances would 
allow, and should still think so, if you did not 
yourself tell me to the contrary. 

When shall you want another article ? Now 
that the spell is broken, I hope to get into a 
regular train of scribbling — perhaps not, how¬ 
ever ; for I have many impediments to struggle 
against. 

Pray continue to write freely to me. I feel 
a real interest in the success of your enterprise. 

Very truly yours, 

Nath’l Hawthorne. 

TO GEORGE STILLMAN HILLARD 

Salem, March 5, 1849. 

I am informed that there is to be a strong 
effort among the politicians here to remove me 
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from office, and that my successor is already 
marked out. I do not think that this ought 
to be done; for I was not appointed to office 
as a reward for political services, nor have I 
acted as a politician since. A large portion of 
the local Democratic party look coldly on me, 
for not having used the influence of my posi¬ 
tion to obtain the removal of Whigs, — which 
I might have done, but which I in no case 
did. Neither was my appointment made at the 
expense of a Whig; for my predecessor was 
appointed by Tyler in his latter days, and called 
himself a Democrat. Nor can any charge of 
inattention to duty, or other official misconduct, 
be brought against me ; or, if so, I could easily 
refute it. There is therefore no ground for 
disturbing me, except on the most truculent 
party system. All this, however, will be of 
little avail with the Hang-whangers, — the vote 
disturbers — the Jack Cades who assume to 
decide upon these matters, after a political tri¬ 
umph ; and as to any literary claims of mine, 
they would not weigh a feather, nor be thought 
worth weighing at all. 

But it seems to me that an inoffensive man 
of letters, having obtained a pitiful little office 
on no other plea than his pitiful little literature, 
ought not to be left to the mercy of these thick- 
skulled and no-hearted ruffians. It is for this 
that I now write to you. There are men in 
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Boston — Mr. Rufus Choate, for instance — 
whose favorable influence with the administration 
would make it impossible to remove me, and 
whose support and sympathy might fairly be 
claimed in my behalf — not on the ground that 
I am a very good writer, but because I gained 
my position, such as it is, by my literary char¬ 
acter, and have done nothing to forfeit that 
tenure. ... I do not let myself be disturbed 
by these things, but employ my leisure hours 
in writing, and go on as quietly as ever. I 
see that Longfellow has written a prose tale. 
How indefatigable he is ! and how adventurous! 
Well he may be, for he never fails. 

TO THE SAME 

Salem, June 8, 1849. 

I am turned out of office! 

There is no use in lamentation. It now re¬ 
mains to consider what I shall do next. The 
emoluments of the office have been so moderate 
that I have not been able to do anything more 
than support my family, and pay some few debts 
that I had contracted. If you could do any¬ 
thing in the way of procuring me some stated 
literary employment, in connection with a news¬ 
paper, or as corrector of the press to some print¬ 
ing establishment, etc., it could not come at a 
better time. Perhaps Epes Sargent, who is a 
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friend of mine, would know of something. I 
shall not stand upon my dignity; that must 
take care of itself. Perhaps there may be some 
subordinate office connected with the Boston 
Athenaeum. Do not think anything too hum¬ 
ble to be mentioned to me. 

I wrote to Longfellow, the other day, that I 
would dine with him on his next invitation; 
and that you would come too. I should like 
soon to meet you and him. 

The intelligence has just reached me, and 
Sophia has not yet heard it. She will bear it 
like a woman — that is to say, better than a 
man. 

TO THE SAME 

Salem, June 12, 1849. 

Dear Hillard, — I have just received 
your letter. It makes me sick at heart to think 
of making any effort to retain this office. I 
trust that God means to put me in some other 
position; and I care not how hard or how hum¬ 
ble it may be. Nevertheless, I answer your 
questions as well as I can. 

I am accused, you tell me, of writing political 
articles for a Democratic paper here — the Salem 
Advertiser. My contributions to that paper 
have been two theatrical criticisms, a notice of 
a ball at Ballard Vale, a notice of Longfellow’s 
Evangeline, and perhaps half a dozen oth*r 
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books. Never one word of politics. Anyone 
of the articles would have been perfectly proper 
for a Whig paper, and indeed most of them 
were copied into Whig papers elsewhere. You 
know and the public knows what my contri¬ 
butions to the Democratic Review have been. 
They are all published in one or another of my 
volumes — all, with a single exception. That 
is a brief sketch of the life of my early and 
very dear friend Cilley, written, shortly after his 
death, at the request of the editor. I have not 
read it for years; but I am willing to refer to 
it as a proof of what sort of a politician I am. 
Written in the very midst of my grief, and when 
every other man in the nation, on both sides, 
was at fever-heat, it is, though very sad, as 
calm as though it had been written a hundred 
years after the event; and so far as I recol¬ 
lect it, it might as well have been written by a 
Whig as a Democrat. Look at it and see. It 
cannot be called a political article ; and, with 
that single exception, I have never, in all my 
life, written one word that had reference to 
politics. 

As to my political action I have voted, since 
I have been in office, twice. I have listened to 
a portion of a political address by Mr. Rantoul, 
and to a portion of another by Caleb Cushing. 
I suffer under considerable odium in the view 
of my own party for having taken no part what- 
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ever. All my official conduct has been under 
the supervision and sanction of Colonel Miller, 
a Whig, the Deputy Collector, and now Collec¬ 
tor of the port. He is now in Washington. I 
refer to him. If any definite charges were be¬ 
fore me, I would answer them. As it is, I have 
no more to say — and do not care to have said 
what I have. 

I repeat, that it makes me sick to think of 
attempting to recover this office. Neither have 
I any idea that it can be recovered. There is no 
disposition to do me justice. The Whigs know 
that the charges are false. But without in¬ 
tending it, they are doing me a higher justice 
than my best friends. I have come to feel that 
it is not good for me to be here. I am in a 
lower moral state than I have been, — a duller 
intellectual one. So let me go; and, under 
God’s providence, I shall arrive at something 
better. 


TO THE SAME 

• Salem, Jan. 20, 1850. 

I read your letter in the vestibule of the Post 
Office; and it drew — what my troubles never 
have — the water to my eyes; so that I was 
glad of the sharply cold west wind that blew 
into them as I came homeward, and gave them 
an excuse for being red and bleared. 
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There was much that was very sweet — and 
something too that was very bitter—mingled 
with that same moisture. It is sweet to be 
remembered and cared for by one’s friends — 
some of whom know me for what I am, while 
others, perhaps, know me only through a gen¬ 
erous faith — sweet to think that they deem 
me worth upholding in my poor work through 
life. And it is bitter, nevertheless, to need their 
support. It is something else besides pride that 
teaches me that ill-success in life is really and 
justly a matter of shame. I am ashamed of it, 
and I ought to be. The fault of a failure is 
attributable — in a great degree at least— to the 
man who fails. I should apply this truth in 
judging of other men; and it behooves me not 
to shun its point or edge in taking it home to 
my own heart. Nobody has a right to live in 
the world, unless he be strong and able, and 
applies his ability to good purpose. 

The money, dear Hillard, will smooth my 
path for a long time to come. The only way 
in which a man can retain his self-respect, while 
availing himself of the generosity of his friends, 
is by making it an incitement to his utmost 
exertions, so that he may not need their help 
again. I shall look upon it so — nor will shun 
any drudgery that my hand shall find to do, 
if thereby I may win bread. 
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TO MISS ELIZABETH PEABODY 

Lenox, May 25, 1851. 

Dear Elizabeth, — The subject of Life 
Insurance is not new to me. I have thought, 
read, and conversed about it long ago, and have 
a pamphlet, treating of its modes and advan¬ 
tages, in the house. I know that it is an excel¬ 
lent thing in some circumstances — that is, for 
persons with a regular income, who have a sur¬ 
plus, and can calculate precisely what it will be. 
But I have never yet seen the year, since I was 
married, when I could have spared even a hun¬ 
dred dollars from the necessary expense of liv¬ 
ing. If I can spare it this year, it is more than 
I yet know; and if this year, then probably it 
would be wanted the ensuing year. Then our 
expenditure must positively increase with the 
growth of our children and the cost of their 
education. I say nothing of myself — nothing 
of Sophia — since it is probably our duty to 
sacrifice all the green margin of our lives to 
these children, whom we have seen fit to bring 
into the world. In short, there is no use in 
attempting tto put the volume of my convictions 
on paper. I should have insured my life, years 
since, if I had not seen that it is not the thing 
for a man, situated like myself, to do, unless' I 
434 



TO ZACHARIAH BURCHMORE 


could have a reasonable certainty of dying within 
a year or two. We must take our chance, or 
our dispensation of Providence. If I die soon, 
my copyrights will be worth something, and 
might — by the exertion of friends, who un¬ 
doubtedly would exert themselves — be made 
more available than they have yet been. If I 
live some years I shall be as industrious as I 
may, consistently with keeping my faculties in 
good order; and not impossibly I may thus 
provide for Sophia and the children. 

Sophia and the baby are getting on bravely. 
She gazes at it all day long, and continually 
discovers new beauties. ... This is my last 
and latest, my autumnal flower, and will be still 
in her gayest bloom, when I shall be most de¬ 
cidedly an old man — the daughter of my age, 
if age and decrepitude are really to be my lot. 
But, if it were not for the considerations in the 
first part of my letter, I should wish this scrib¬ 
bling hand to be dust ere then. 

TO ZACHARIAH BURCHMORE 

Lenox, Oct. 22 , 1851. 

Dear Zach, — I suppose Ticknor & Co. 
will publish a new book of mine for children, 
in the course of a day or two, and depending 
on a continuance of your former kindness, I 
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have requested the publishers to send you seven 
copies—which please to distribute as follows*' 
viz: — 

One with the author’s remembrances to your 
little daughter Nannie, who strikes me as a very 
bright girl. One to Dr. Browne; do. to Pike; 
do. to David Roberts; one to Col. Miller; and 
two to John Dike. 

I was disappointed in not seeing you on the 
day of my leaving, either at Salem or in Boston. 
I hope you did not go off mad, because I would 
not consent to the drinking of Pike’s other 
bottle of wine. You must not suspect me of 
change or coldness, though such things are apt 
to take place among men who have been politi¬ 
cally connected. But you were true to me in 
trying times; and if ever I can return the favor, 
I will not fail you. 

I am coming to take up my residence in 
West Newton, on the first of December. 

Truly yours, 

Nath’l Hawthorne. 

My regards to your wife. 

TO GEORGE STILLMAN HILLARD 

Liverpool, Dec. 9, 1853. 

Dear Hillard, — I herewith send you a 
draft on Ticknor for the sum (with interest in- 
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eluded) which was so kindly given me by un¬ 
known friends, through you, about four years 
ago. 

I have always hoped and intended to do this, 
from the first moment when I made up my 
mind to accept the money. It would not have 
been right to speak of this purpose, before it 
was in my power to accomplish it; but it has 
never been out of my mind for a single day, 
nor hardly, I think, for a single working hour. 
I am most happy that this loan (as I may fairly 
call it, at this moment) can now be repaid with¬ 
out the risk on my part of leaving my wife and 
children utterly destitute. I should have done 
it sooner ; but I felt that it would be selfish to 
purchase the great satisfaction for myself, at any 
fresh risk to them. We are not rich, nor are 
we ever likely to be; but the miserable pinch 
is over. , 

The friends who were so generous to me must 
not suppose that I have not felt deeply grateful, 
nor that my delight at relieving myself from 
this pecuniary obligation is of any ungracious 
kind. I have been grateful all along, and am 
more so now than ever. This act of kindness 
did me an unspeakable amount of good; for 
it came when I most needed to be assured that 
anybody thought it worth while to keep me 
from sinking. And it did me even greater good 
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than this, in making me sensible of the need of 
sterner efforts than my former ones, in order to 
establish a right for myself to live and be com¬ 
fortable. For it is my creed (and was so even 
at that wretched time) that a man has no claim 
upon his fellow creatures, beyond bread and 
water, and a grave, unless he can win it by his 
own strength or skill. But so much the kinder 
were those unknown friends whom I thank again 
with all my heart. 


TO WILLIAM D. TICKNOR 

Concord, June 7, *63. 

Dear Ticknor, — If it is good weather to¬ 
morrow, I mean to bring this package myself; 
but as that may not be the case, I put in this 
note. The article ought to be published in the 
August number of the Magazine, because it is 
to make the concluding article of my volume 
which I suppose you will publish in two or three 
months. I do not know what directions Fields 
may have left about it, or whether there is any 
temporary edition, but I wish it (the article) 
might be sent to the printers as soon as possi¬ 
ble. 

I have been very unwell lately with a sort of 
dysentery, I believe, but am now recovered from 
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that trouble. I wish very much to see you, 
and as there seems to be no chance of it with¬ 
out coming to Boston, I shall certainly do so 
when the weather is good. 

Your friend, 

Nat. Hawthorne. 
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